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From Charmian Anderson, Ph.D. 

Transpersonal Psychology, JFK University 

Dear Professors and students of Comparative Religion, 
Psychology of Religion, Theology, and Fluman Development, 

Mr. Stilwell recounts in Love's Sacrifice something almost 
impossible to articulate: the complexity, the multi¬ 
dimensionality, and the continuous shattering that is life in 
the presence of a great spiritual teacher. Yet, in the overall 
recounting of his story, he succeeds superbly in doing just 
that. 

What Mr. Stilwell writes about is so humanly 
magnetizing, heart breaking, astonishing, miracle-laden, 
humorous, compassionate, magical, boundary-melting, non- 
judgmental, and deeply personal, that one easily gains 
innovative insight into the fundamental substance of the 
religious/spiritual impulse in humankind—in its origins, 
development, and fulfillment. Because of the breadth of both 
his spiritual master's teaching and the spontaneous evolution 
of his own devotional, shamanic, mystical, and transcendental 
spiritual experience, I personally feel that this book offers an 
extraordinary opportunity for any student of human 
development or of religion and spirituality to gain heretofore 
unavailable perspective. 

Certainly Mr. Stilwell’s book is an example of a student 
honoring the memory of his spiritual master, but it is not a 
work of propaganda. It is simply an extraordinary and 
humanly engaging story. Moreover, it is an excellently 
written and easily readable book. I recommend this book for 
any reading list in psychology, theology, or religion, at either 
the undergraduate or graduate level. 
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No matter what arises (or does not arise) 
you Are Only Consciousness Itself. 

No matter what arises (or does not arise) 
There is Only Consciousness Itself. 

No matter what arises (or does not arise) 
There Iy Only Consciousness Itself. 

Just That. 

This Is What There Is to Realize. 

And I Am here So That everyone can Realize 
This. 


Adi Da Samraj 
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For my Spiritual Master, Adi Da Samraj, 
to Whom I owe everything. 

May His Blessings freely flow to you, 
the reader of this book, that your own desire 
for Love, Truth, Freedom and Unqualified 
Happiness be Realized in the Conscious Light 
that is Reality Itself 



Contents 


Who is Adi Da, and a note about capitalization ix 
Preface xi 

PARTI 

The First Gifts 1 

Rebecca 11 

First Occasions 37 

PART II 

“Study the Traditions” 45 

The Beginnings of a Broader Experience 57 

Kathleen 65 

London 85 

The Invitation 95 

Learning to Live with the Guru 103 

Indoor Yajna 123 

PART III 

A Life with Purpose 189 

A Gift of Depth 245 

Changes, Lire, and Grace 287 

The Ultimate Transition 349 

PART IV 

Epilogue: Three Blessings 379 


Appendix 
About the author 



Who is Adi Da, and a note about capitalization 

When I first discovered Adi Da, I was immediately moved to 
a depth and intensity of response to Him beyond my ability to 
either fully comprehend or describe. I couldn’t say I really 
knew who He was or even how to maturely relate to Him. But 
over the course of my life as His devotee, as my 
discrimination and experience grew, I came to understand 
Him to be the Very Person and Voice of Reality Itself. I also 
learned that right relationship to such a One is unmotivated 
surrender in love. In the unfolding of my story you may see 
why I feel this way. Because of my personal recognition of 
Adi Da as That One, the literal embodiment of the Truth or 
Reality Itself that is to be realized through Spiritual practice, 
when referring to Him I always use the capital H. In no 
circumstance was He ever merely an ordinary man; in no 
moment could He ever be understood in simply conventional 
terms. 

For ease of reading, however, I have not capitalized words 
such as “teach,” or “teaching(s),” and "instruction," when 
associated with Him, which, in many contexts, I rightfully 
could, and normally would, do. 

There are some words, such as “reality,” “truth,” 
“realization,” “consciousness,” “love,” “love-bliss,” 
“liberation,” “freedom,” “blessing,” “transmission,” 
“happiness,” “spiritual,” etc. that connote unique profundity 
and ultimacy when used in certain contexts. I have sometimes 
capitalized these in order to emphasize that uniqueness. 



What would Happen if all of humankind were — now, 
and forever hereafter—allowed complete, unobstructed, 
and Perfectly Ecstatic access to Intrinsically egoless 
Truth Itself? 

What would Happen if—from now on—the political, 
socicd, economic, and cultured totality of humankind 
were cdlowed to establish and perpetuate itself entirely 
and only on the Perfectly Ecstatic Basis of the 
Intrinsically egoless Truth That [s Reality Itself? 

—Adi Da Samraj, The Aletheon, p. 355 



Preface 


T HE MEETING BETWEEN “GOD” AND MAN is always 
extreme, and at times disorienting and incomprehensible. 
How could it not be? Life with Adi Da was like that, 
inclusive of all extremes, from the most mundane to the most 
miraculous. It was a life of service to Him, characterized by a 
raw humanity of spiritual self-discipline, celebration, and 
purification of everything less than love. It was also a life of 
shamanic, mystical, and transcendental awakenings. Thus, 
my story will seem at times exaggerated—but it’s not. It’s all 
true. 

When people wonder what it would have been like to be 
around someone like Jesus of Galilee, or Gautama Buddha, or 
Mohammed, or Lao Tzu, they arc asking themselves the 
question. What does it really look like when God, the Divine 
Person, reveals Himself to human beings? Beyond the 
theology, how does it really happen? They might even be 
asking something more fundamental like. Is religion, or God, 
even real? The story of my life in service to Adi Da is just 
such an accounting; and it answers those very questions, in 
detail, and in myriad ways. 

Adi Da died on November 27, 2008. He was 69. I had 
been His devotee for over half my life—thirty years—and 
lived in direct service to Him and His Work for almost twenty 
of those years, most of the time in His hermitage in Fiji. Adi 
Da was “bigger than life”, while yet being deeply, vulnerably 
human. That “bigger than life” and the profundity of His 
humanity were utterly attractive. That “bigger than life,” I 
came to understand, was the Divine Person, visible in human 
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form, in Play with us all, as His Self-Revelation was 
unfolding. 

How does one respond to unqualified relationship, 
undeserved spiritual Blessing, and overwhelming Love? Both 
the spontaneity of response and the exquisite pressure of 
having/wanting to respond is the nexus of spiritual life. 
Everything about Adi Da penetrated my deepest being, 
evoking unrestrained responses of love, laughter, joy, and 
awe. At the same time, the sheer force of His presence stirred 
up all my hidden feelings of envy, jealousy and fear— 
inherent fodder for self-transcendence in Spiritual life. 

Adi Da seemed a man, a being, a Master, a Spiritual 
Presence who fearlessly embraced every bit of humanity and 
who flowed through every reach of human and more-than- 
human experience. He was the epitome of Zen, the epitome 
of Yoga and Tantra, the epitome of the Tao, and the epitome 
of self-sacrificing love. He was urgent: passionately tireless 
and compassionately relentless, once saying, “My devotee is 
the ‘God’ I have come to serve.” But He was more—much, 
much more. 

All of us have our peculiar life histories, emotional 
complications, and personal tragedies. Some of this 
necessarily becomes visible at the juncture between our lives, 
the emerging Spiritual reality, and the Person of the Divine. I 
recount of my own life what is essential to this intersection, 
including writing in some detail about a woman named 
Rebecca, as well as about Kathleen, my intimate of over 
thirty years. 

The always greater context of my story, though, is the 
Truth of non-separation that Adi Da is and the spontaneous 
Self-Revelation of Himself as the Divine Person through His 
Play among devotees and in the world. What little bit of story 
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I recount also takes place in the larger picture of Adi Da 
becoming acknowledged as one of the greatest spiritual 
teachers of our time, creating the most profound and 
inclusively penetrating spiritual teachings ever to appear. The 
image-art (Transcendental Realism) He produced in His later 
years has been described by critics as the beginnings of a new 
sacred art, reflecting the most profound dimensions of human 
experience. 

I have only written about Adi Da during the times I 
directly served Him, but there were several periods I didn’t, 
let alone the years before I became His devotee. I served Adi 
Da in particular ways—much of my story is about that—but 
there were hundreds of ways to serve and relate to Him, and 
those are stories others can, and I hope will, tell. Whatever 
the story, though, the context will be, and always was, the 
same: the unspeakable Divine Embrace, the Divine Person 
mysteriously Incarnate in human form as Love Itself, moving, 
and at Play in our lives, Self-Revealing Himself as Reality 
Itself. 

Although certainly a memoir, this book is also a kind of 
historical document, taking place over a thirty year period. 
My intention has been to write with sufficient detail for you 
to both see that history as it unfolded and understand it in its 
fullest living terms. I changed over time; my understanding of 
Adi Da’s teaching changed over time; and many of the 
incidents with Adi Da I describe were moments in a 
progressive elaboration of His teaching and my understanding 
of it—thus, they are neither recommendations for spiritual 
practice nor necessarily descriptions of Adi Da’s final 
wisdom. The only way to know Adi Da’s definitive word is 
to consult the 2008 and later versions of His writings, 
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especially The Aletheon, The Gnosticon, The Pneumaton, and 
The Dawn Horse Testament. 

Two final comments. For the sake of personal privacy I 
have changed the names of almost all but the most significant 
characters in my story. Lastly, for my first many years in 
Adidarn (a name for Adi Da’s Teaching, sometimes also 
called Adidarn Ruchiradam), I was called by my given name, 
“Dennis”; then, from the early 1990s on, I went by my middle 
name because it was simpler for Adi Da to refer to me as 
“Leroy” than be concerned about letting us know which of 
the several devotees named “Dennis” Fie was referring to. 

Dennis Leroy Stilwell 

Lake County, California, February 2014 



PARTI 



The First Gifts 


F IJI. A SPARKLING JEWEL set in the crystal waters of the 
South Pacific. It straddles the international dateline, so 
the day stalled here. Adi Da liked that. Populated by Fijians, 
Indians, British, and Chinese, it is a place where East met 
West and still has a traditional culture, and, for it all to work, 
requires genuine cooperation and tolerance. He liked that, 
too. “Fiji: The Way the World Should Be”, they said of 
themselves. What better place to have spiritual hermitage? 

Hermitage, Naitauba Island, in Fiji’s Northern Fau group, 
was given to Adi Da as a gift in 1983. It’s now September, 
1986. Some hermitage devotee staff were leaving and my 
wife, Kathleen, and I had been asked to come here as 
replacements. 

I was filled with an almost unbearable anticipation 
standing there on the black-sanded beach called Navakacoa, 
on the eastern side of Taveuni. Solo, the captain of the small, 
thirty-foot inboard diesel wooden boat called The 
Persistent —hermitage’s only means of sea transportation and 
supply service—had just arrived to pick us up along with the 
weekly supplies for the five-and-a-half hour trip across the 
Koro sea to Naitauba. This crossing would turn out to be only 
the first of many. It marked the beginning of a life of direct 
service to Adi Da and His allowing me to live in such 
proximity to Him. Fiving in His Hermitage, in service to 
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Him, however, was a gift whose true value I would only 
come to appreciate over time. 

The story of how I got here begins in 1975. That story, and 
beyond and ongoing, has two sides. One side is about the 
Divine Person making Himself known in the context of 
human relationships. The other is not about relationship at all. 
Rather, it is about the Divine Person Self-Revealing the Truth 
of existence as non-separate Reality. In that Self-Revelation 
the Divine Person is known as the Conscious Light of Reality 
Itself, and “we” are realized to be non-separate from That, 
and both self and relationship are transcended in the 
Singleness that is all-inclusive Reality Itself. 

The preceding can be a warning, then, for the reader to not 
take the account of my apparent life in relationship to Adi Da 
too seriously. In the play of Adi Da’s relationship to me I was 
often more concerned with the “relationship” (i.e. seeking 
self-validation from the ordinary, self- and other-presuming 
point of view) than with Him and with what He was actually 
Revealing. The separate self, or ego-‘T\ is more concerned 
with preserving its point of view—“being the ego,” as Adi Da 
would say—than transcending it. Therefore, the point is not 
“me” or “relationship” or anyone, rather, it is the Self- 
Revelation of the Divine Person as non-separate Reality 
Itself, both through the Play of the apparent two, and directly 
through His Awakening Spiritual Transmission. 

Before jumping back to 1975, I’ll tell a brief story I heard 
about Adi Da that deeply affected me in my first years as a 
devotee. It’s from the mid-1970s. Adi Da and a few devotees 
were dining at an upscale hotel restaurant in Hawaii. The 
occasion was full of lively discussion and laughter. Sometime 
toward dessert, Adi Da asked my friend Craig (who told me 
about the occasion) to go over to a table where a young 
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couple was seated and invite the woman to join them. Just the 
woman. 

“She’s a dakini,” He told Craig. (A dakini is a tantric deity 
especially important in Tibetan Buddhism.) 

Craig waited for the man who was with the woman to 
leave the table, apparently to go to the men’s room. Craig 
approached the woman. 

“Hello, I was wondering if you’ve noticed the gentleman 
over at that table?” (pointing to Adi Da) 

“Yes, of course,” she said, smiling. “You all seem to be 
having a good time.” 

“He’d like you to join us.” 

“Oh . . . thank you. But no ... I couldn’t.” 

“Why not?” 

The woman hesitated, then, looking at Adi Da, responded, 
“Because I know if I did, I would never come back.” 

As Craig finished, my breath halted. Personal experience with 
Adi Da had already proven to me that there was so much 
more going on than meets the eye (or than even can meet the 
eye), and that He was party to it. I questioned, Why all this 
romantic spiritual idealism about India and Tibet and the 
shamanism of indigenous cultures? The whole world is 
spiritually alive! Why wouldn’t it be? Adi Da’s invitation and 
the woman’s response seemed to also epitomize the spiritual 
process: the Guru, the Divine Person presents Him/Herself 
freely, in unqualified open relationship to the apparent 
“other.” The “other” is both moved by a tacit recognition of 
the Guru as the very Divine and held in place by a fear for 
egoic survival. What will that one do—in that moment, and 
then the next, and the next, and the next. . . ? 
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In 1975, at the age of twenty-eight, my life seemed little 
more than an unconscious script of emotional superficiality, 
sexual obsession, and an anxious internal conflict between 
achievement and failure. I'd done poorly in college, married 
and had a child, spent two and a half years in the Army 
during the Vietnam period, had obtained a graduate degree in 
psychology, and was now working in Southern California as 
a psychiatric technician. However my life seemed to others, I 
felt imprisoned by my own weakness and passivity. 

Where was the depth in life? Where was it in me? Where 
was meaning? Where was reality in the midst of my own 
superficial desires, thoughts, and experience? I knew there 
was more. I just didn’t know what it was or how to reach it. 

Trying to take control and escape from an overwhelming 
sense of entrapment, I left my wife and son, and, although I 
would later return to California, in order to make a clean 
break I moved to Portland, Oregon. 

Apparently Oregon was a place a lot of folks like me (a 
college-educated, “searching-for-who-I-am” baby boomer) 
went to drop out. It was liberal, hippy-ish, and alternative. It 
was an earthy, grounding place, holding the opportunity for 
change and a new beginning. Just as the city itself shone from 
the almost daily rain, perhaps some of the emotional 
accretions of my past living could likewise be washed away. 
Portland, Oregon, regularly voted the most livable city in 
America, suited me fine. 

Almost immediately I found work as a mental health 
therapist in a local short-term psychiatric facility, Woodland 
Park Hospital. I worked on the “closed unit” with patients 
who could be self-destructive or violent, or who were 
otherwise too disoriented or psychotic to care for themselves. 
With my first paycheck, I bought a motorcycle. 
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There was one fellow at work who was an avid reader of 
spiritual literature. I had read some things by D.T. Suzuki and 
other contemporary western Buddhist thinkers, but this man 
was reading everything. He especially recommended two 
books to me: Autobiography of a Yogi, by Paramahansa 
Yogananda, and Cutting Through Spiritual Materialism, by 
Chogyam Trungpa. I read them, and together they convinced 
me that there could be real substance and intelligence in 
religion—qualities I felt absent from my religious upbringing 
in Protestant Christianity. They inspired me to regularly visit 
the local alternative bookstore to look for other interesting 
spiritual books. 

While perusing the bookstore’s shelves one day, the cover 
of one book caught my eye. Filling the cover was the photo of 
a youthful-looking, white, American man, wearing a lengthy 
flower lei, seated cross-legged on a chair. Projecting a 
seemingly implacable self-confidence and aloofness. He was 
obviously the center of some group’s attention. The title of 
the book was The Method of the Siddhas: Talks on the 
Spiritual Technique of the Saviors of Mankind, by Franklin 
Jones (Adi Da’s birth name). I was immediately offended. It 
seemed impossible to me that someone so young (and white 
and American) could have any insight into profound spiritual 
matters, let alone be an authority on them as the title implied. 
In my ignorance I thought. Who is this presumptuous young 
punk on the cover? I picked up the book to scrutinize the 
cover. I was attracted by the title, but I didn’t believe Franklin 
Jones could deliver. Without opening it, I returned the book 
to the shelf and left the store. 

A month or so later I noticed a poster on a wall on the 
campus of Portland State University. The scene on the poster 
was weirdly dramatic: someone was reaching across a table 
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pressing his hand onto someone else’s forehead while people 
in the background were wildly bug-eyed and screaming. I 
took a closer look. It was advertising a movie called A 
Difficult Man. The someone reaching across the table was 
Fran kl in Jones, now, it seemed, called “Bubba Free John.” 
The poster also included a quote from Alan Watts saying, “I 
think we have an Avatar here.” I didn’t know what ’'Avatar” 
meant, other than perhaps indicating someone of the stature 
of Jesus or Buddha, but Watts’ comment was high 
endorsement, so I returned to the bookstore to have another 
look at The Method of the Siddhas. 

On the shelf next to The Method of the Siddhas was a new 
arrival by Bubba Free John, Garbage and the Goddess: The 
last miracles and final spiritual instructions of Bubba Free 
John. By the title, I thought Bubba Free John must have 
recently died. I was disappointed. My disappointment, 
though, made me aware of my desire to find a living teacher, 
and since it appeared that Bubba Free John had died, I put the 
book back. Even so, I thought I’d go see the movie about 
Him; perhaps I would learn something about what to look for 
in a modern spiritual teacher. 

A Difficult Man was a documentary about a special 
weekend celebration in July 1974 at Bubba Free John’s new 
spiritual sanctuary (then called Persimmon ) in Northern 
California. There was a lot of footage of Him walking around 
and speaking, dressed in only small, swimsuit-type briefs and 
a lightweight shawl hanging around His neck, and some 
footage of the place itself and of devotees talking about Him 
and His teaching. Bubba Free John—youthful, lively, 
uncommonly at ease—was riotously funny, utterly facile in 
His speech about the most profound spiritual matters, and 
eloquent in both His formal discourse and His informal, more 
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“earthy” exposition of spiritual philosophy. Additionally, He 
obviously had tremendous psychic and other influence on 
those around Him, as in some occasions, while He was 
calmly sitting in His chair, many of the people around Him 
seemed to go into a kind of trance state, or were screaming 
while their bodies jerked around and went into strangely 
contorted postures, which, in later interviews, they reported 
felt “blissful.” While some things seemed odd, I was, for the 
most part, amazed and delighted. The film cycled me through 
curiosity, laughter, wonderment and awe, obviously touching 
me in places and at depths latent with all kinds of emotion. 
His freedom, the clarity of His spiritual teaching, the 
liveliness, the happiness, the adventure around Bubba Free 
John were all completely attractive to me. I only wished He 
were still alive. 

Leaving the screening room at Portland State, I stopped by 
the table where the two fellows who had brought the movie 
were seated. “Whew,” I exhaled, “that was something else. 
Too bad He isn’t still alive.” 

“What do you mean?” one of them said. 

“I saw His last book, it said, ‘the last miracles and final 
spiritual instructions’ . . .” 

“Yeah. Garbage and the Goddess. And . . . ?” 

“Well, ‘last miracles’, ‘final instructions’, isn’t He dead?” 

With amused grins they replied, “Ohhhhh no. He is very 
much alive.” 

For a moment, I was speechless, startled by this reversal of 
my presumptions. Now, all the feeling of the past hour came 
rushing back, and a sense of magnitude at possibly being able 
to see Him overwhelmed me. I had found my Guru! He was 
alive; and I could meet Him! I could have told you I was 
looking for something, some “absolute nature” of the world, 
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but I hadn’t any idea what it would be or if it even existed. 
Not really. But now I knew I had found it, and it was Bubba 
Free John, Adi Da, in person—and I was elated! 

My heart pounded. Tears welled in my eyes. I thanked the 
two men and left, eager to return to the bookstore. I now 
wanted to find out as much as I could about Flim. The next 
day I bought the two books I had seen, plus a newly arrived 
third one, FTis autobiography, The Knee of Listening. As I 
read them my excitement only increased. I was discovering a 
whole new world of truth, spoken clearly, directly, 
unambiguously. Adi Da’s writing communicated the 
absoluteness I knew was the essence of real life. The 
profundity of His writing, its simplicity, its relevance, 
satisfied both my mind and my heart, forever erasing the 
offense I had felt when I saw the cover of that first book. 


Those who devotionally recognize Me are recognizing (or 
tacitly Apprehending) My Divine State. Such recognition 
of Me is "radical" devotion to Me—because such 
recognition of Me is already "at the root." In that case, 
there is no body-mind-ego responding to Me. Rather, 
there is direct devotional recognition of Me—Prior to all 
egoic "self'-identification with the body-mind-complex, 
and Prior to all egoic "self-identification with the 
patterning of the body-mind-complex. 

Such [s The "Radical" Reality-Way of Adidam 

(The Aletheon, p. 1130) 


I began writing to the community about visiting them and 
seeing Adi Da. My letters to the community’s correspondence 
department must have sounded a little “crazy,” though, 
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because I never received a response. “All I want to do is be 
with Bubba!” I wrote. It was a simple enough 
communication, but on its own, centered on a single sheet of 
paper, in large, bold, hand-drawn letters—well—I could 
sympathize with their hesitancy to encourage me. But I 
wasn’t put off by their silence. I soon stopped writing, 
though, and kept up to date by reading whatever came into 
the bookstore by Adi Da or the community. Despite my 
overwhelming immediate response to Adi Da, it never really 
occurred to me to move to California to join the community 
around Him. I was too involved with work and professional 
training. Moreover, I had just met Rebecca. Relationship with 
her—passionate, intense, consuming—was a distraction 
greater than any I had ever known. 





Hold on to no thing and no one, not even your apparently 
individual self. Be certain of no knowledge. Be the sacrifice 
of all conditions in every moment, and thus abide in 
Communion with the eternal Truth, wherein the root of your 
independence is eternally hidden and your common Identity 
is always already Revealed. 

In this way, you will affirm and participate in the 
necessarily eternal Existence in which you all appear: 
Surrender into Infinity with all your friends and hold on to no 
thing or condition that ever appears. Forget all things in 
present Happiness, and so forgive the universe for all its 
playful changes. Always love one another, and so forgive one 
another for appearing, for changing, and for passing out of 
present sight. So be it. 


—Adi Da (from Easy Death) 



Rebecca 


I CLEARLY REMEMBER the day I first saw her. It was 
early in 1975 when I was working at Woodland Park 
Hospital. I had heard that a couple of new staff members had 
been hired and that they would be coming in at the 3 p.m. 
change-of-shift meeting. We were all talking and relaxing in 
the office behind the nurses’ station of the closed-unit when 
the new hires came in. The supervisor introduced us to 
Rebecca, from Philadelphia, here in Portland to do a Master’s 
degree in counseling at Lewis and Clark College. Whatever 
else she said I can’t remember. I only remember how 
Rebecca looked as small flashes of light danced around her 
head—lights I actually saw. She was energetic, full of life, 
had dark curly hair and a finely featured face, angular without 
being exaggeratedly so. My attraction to her was immediate, 
and from that point on my life began to change based on my 
desire to be with her. 

Rebecca had a personal “keep-things-simple-at-work” 
relationship rule to never date co-workers, however, after 
three months, she finally acceded to go out with me. 

For our first date I took her to a Four Square Gospel 
church meeting. I had heard that this was a “holy roller” 
church where people “spoke in tongues.” I had never heard or 
seen anyone holy roll or speak in tongues and was curious 
about it. I also wasn’t inclined to do something entirely 
ordinary with Rebecca. So it seemed to me this outing could 
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serve a couple of puiposes: (1) get a look at the “holy roller” 
scene, and (2) let her know that I was “different.” Hopefully 
she would appreciate that difference, or at least not find it off- 
putting. 

The church was packed. Lively organ music and a gospel¬ 
like choir drew the congregation into calls of “Praise Jesus!” 
and “Halleluiah!” while the preacher beckoned “Who here 
tonight is ready to give themselves to the Lord?” There was 
no “holy rolling,” but at some point the minister and his 
assistant started babbling. I listened carefully. Their 
controlled, incomprehensible babble wasn’t the dramatic 
possession by the Holy Spirit I would have liked to witness; 
rather, what I saw seemed like just another paid of the regular 
religious routine, like they were trying to loosen up or prime 
themselves for a takeover by the Spirit—which didn’t 
happen. I was disappointed. 

We drove back to my house and had a snack and made the 
usual first-date small talk. Rebecca had driven over to my 
house, so when we were to say good-night, she would be the 
one leaving. 

That time came. We stood at the open front door facing 
each other, eyes meeting, without expectation. It was a 
moment of innocent anticipation, like being thirteen years old 
again. We moved toward each other to kiss and . . . bang! 
“Ooops!” Our teeth clanged—enamel to enamel. I mean, 
really thirteen! We both were startled, but smiled, and 
without saying anything each happily volunteered a few more 
goes at it to work out a pleasurable resolution. In the sweet 
awkwardness of that first kiss I knew that she was genuinely 
moved to me. Soon we began dating regularly. 

Rebecca was exciting. She was a sophisticated bohemian 
“city girl” from Germantown, lively and self-assured, without 
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pretense. She drove a BMW coupe, and always purchased 
expensive clothes. She loved to dance. Often she would tell 
me how much she loved her friends and be full of delight and 
emotion. On one of our first dates, she told me about a man 
she once dated who told her that he didn’t like “fun.” She said 
she couldn’t believe it. but shortly stopped seeing him 
because it was true—he really didn’t like fun. And, as an 
apartment companion, she had a white-socked-pawed black 
cat she had brought with her from Philadelphia whom she had 
named “Henry.” 

Relationship with Rebecca drew my feeling out from depths 
never before touched; my attraction to Adi Da was doing the 
same. A vulnerability to life was growing in me, and I 
enthusiastically embraced the now-established human 
potential movement to reinforce this emotional awakening. It 
was through my participation in a particular program that I 
was introduced to psychic and spiritual forces I had only ever 
rarely even heard about. In fact, it was the setting for my first 
spiritual experience of Adi Da. 

I had been involved with a personal growth program 
called “Lifespring.” This experience occurred during the 
Lifespring IPE program. (IPE was their acronym for 
Interpersonal Experience.) The program consisted of being in 
a room with a group of twenty other individuals for five 
straight days: Wednesday and Thursday evenings for four 
hours each, Friday evening for six hours, Saturday for 
fourteen hours, and Sunday for eight. In order to attend you 
had to have recently gone through one of their basic, two-day 
weekend programs, and you had to agree to attend all five 
days of the IPE. Four or five “trainers” orchestrated the 
experience. 
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It was Saturday night. For the past three and a half days 
we had been directed in various experiential Gestalt therapy- 
type interpersonal exercises and had all gotten to know each 
other pretty well. The exercises were structured to 
systematically allow the spontaneous display of one’s 
character in various areas of human interaction. In each 
exercise there was something, positive or negative, easy or 
anxiety producing, for everyone. The point of the exercises 
was to help us discover and move through emotional 
blockages and limitations in our ability to relate humanly or 
be self-expressive. At about 9 p.m. the trainer said, “Hmm. 
Let’s see. Do we have any saints in the group? Dennis, how 
about you?” 

My whole body instantly flushed with a nervous heat. 
“Saintliness”—if only it were true perhaps I would be 
universally loved and respected, and invulnerable to the chaos 
of human emotions. My bodily reaction said he was right: 
“saint” is somehow where I was really at—or where I wanted 
to be. 

The other trainers seemed to agree with him: of all the 
participants, I was the one who put out the most “religious” 
vibe. 

As I stood up from my chair and moved to the center of 
the room, the trainer dimmed the lights and said, “OK. Now 
we need all the beggars and the lame.” 

I stood in the middle. The nineteen other participants— 
now the chaff and refuse of the world—came crawling 
toward me, moaning, crying, calling out to be saved, to be 
healed. The pitiful din of “Save me! Heal Me! Help me! Cure 
me!” rose in the room like an approaching tidal wave as the 
“lepers” and “beggars” drew closer. I looked around at them 
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frying to project sympathy and compassion, but deep inside 
me a feeling of panic had begun. 

The first person reached me and grabbed the cuff of my 
pants. The next person grabbed the leg. The moans and cries 
and pleas got louder and more desperate. The sounds and 
demands were all too real. Soon hands were grabbing and 
clawing all over my body. This is out of control! Isn’t the 
trainer going to stop this?! The panic had now risen through 
my body to paralyze my chest and fill my head. I was blinded 
by terror, feeling like I was drowning under overwhelming 
demands, unfulfillable expectations. In fear and panic-driven 
self-preservation I stalled yelling and flailing my aims to 
shake everyone away, “Get off me! Leave me alone! I can’t 
help you! Go away!” 

As everyone backed away, the emotional flood began to 
recede. The trainers stepped in beside me. One softly asked 
me to lie down on the floor, on my back. I was crying and my 
now-constricted breathing was causing me to slightly gasp for 
air. Once on the floor, a couple of the trainers did some light 
touching of my body until I was relaxed and able to breathe 
normally. 

When my breathing returned, I turned over and sat up on 
my knees. Bent over, my face in my hands, I was still crying. 
Without me being aware of it, the trainer had noticed that one 
of the other participants had been particularly affected by this 
exercise and seemed to have unusual sympathy for me. He 
called her over to stand by him and to look at me. As she 
arrived, I felt the broad of my back begin to open—it was as 
if long flaps of flesh were being peeled back from the spine 
toward the sides. Then a powerful flow of energy began to 
enter me through the openings left by the retracted skin. 
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“Don’t stand too close,” the trainer warned her. “He can 
suck energy through his back.” 

My back slammed shut at his words, and I hurled myself 
away, making eerie, high-pitched, whimpering, insect-like 
sounds as I scrambled on my hands and knees like a 
cockroach desperate for the safety of a dark crack in the 
floorboard ... It was weird—but I also recognized it as a 
primal “me,” bizarre, but somehow not unfamiliar. 

The trainer called me back to the center of the group and 
asked me to lie down again. I did. He called all the other 
participants to do a healing, laying-on-of-hands-type touching 
and then pick me up and cradle me in a manner they called 
“the boat.” Even though I was now being cradled and held 
and rocked by this group of compassionately sympathetic 
people, I couldn’t relax enough to feel more than a hint of 
their caring. Then a sense of smirking self-satisfaction rose in 
me. Ah, I got them. I fooled them all. I didn’t know where that 
thought came from. There was something about it I 
recognized—perhaps it was a reaction to vulnerability, the 
convoluted response of my own inability to feel—but it also 
seemed so ugly that I forced it back down into whatever dark 
recess it came from and fried again to relax in their arms. 

On the way home that night, I stopped off at an all-night 
diner with a couple of other people in the training. We talked 
some about the evening. In the middle of our conversation I 
heard my voice suddenly change. The sound was lower and 
gravelly, and it felt like it was coming from an obviously 
different “person” inside my head, an intruder who was 
pleased to have usurped a voice. This “person” didn’t 
overpower me, and I was able to control the content of “my” 
speech, so for a minute I allowed it to continue. My friends 
commented on the sudden difference in my voice. At first. 
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but only briefly, the novelty was interesting to observe, but 
the strangeness and its insidious quality quickly became so 
profoundly disturbing that I forced myself to shake it off. The 
experience reminded me of people I had worked with who 
reported hearing voices in their heads. And I had known 
patients who had committed suicide in order to end the 
torment of such experiences. I could easily feel how to be 
flapped with the terrible immediacy of such strangeness in 
one’s head, the unwanted imposition of perhaps monstrous 
evil, would be impossible to live with. 

When I got home I was able to sleep fine, and there was 
no recurrence of the voice. In the morning, before going to 
the final day of the training, I wrote about the entire 
evening’s experience in my journal. In the back of my mind 
were things I had recently read in Adi Da’s books about how 
truth, or God-realization, is our natural and true condition, but 
we are actively doing something to avoid it. He called that 
activity “self-contraction.” As I wrote, the description of my 
feelings and the events suddenly coalesced into being 
something like the story of Lucifer, the Christian Satan, the 
angel who had been sent away from God because he could 
not obey Him, or, in some versions, who wanted to be God’s 
equal. To me, the essential feeling of this story, in the way I 
understood it at the time, was that in Lucifer’s disobedience 
to God, he was choosing to dissociate himself from the 
Divine. At any time, he could surrender. He was not damned 
forever. It was his choice and present activity that kept him 
from immediate grace. 

As the analogy converged I suddenly gasped, putting my 
hands over my mouth. This is my life. This is nry situation. I 
have been choosing my own isolation. I am not forever 
damned, either. Synchronous with my thoughts, as if in 
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response to this understanding, above my head a visible pillar 
of light suddenly broke through the ceiling of the room. It 
flooded down, engulfing my body in its radiance, setting off 
an explosion of light in my head and bursting open my heart. 
I jolted backwards in my chair, almost falling over, weeping 
and laughing in sudden ecstasy and joyous freedom. 
Unshackled from self-condemnation (at least for the moment) 
I was a free man. I knew my suffering was a self-made 
prison, an illusion. And for now, immersed in brightness, my 
entire body vibrated with energy and shone with a boundless 
happiness. 

(In the coming months and years I was to read about 
similar experiences of light in the literature of various 
spiritual traditions, and although at the time I didn’t directly 
associate the experience with Adi Da, I was also to hear about 
such pillar-like infusions of light and love regularly occurring 
in relation to Him.) 


The “ego” (or the conventional “I”) is not an “entity” 
(or an independent and static “thing of being”), but the 
“ego” (or the conventional “I”) is the chronic and total 
psycho-physical activity of “self”-contraction, always 
associated with concrete results (in the psyche, mind, 
emotion, body, and their relations). And the “self”- 
contraction can always be tacitly observed (in any 
moment) in feeling (as fear, anxiety, stress, and all other 
kinds of reactive emotions and blocks in the flow of 
natural bodily energy in the Circle of the body-mind- 
complex). 

(The Aletheon, p. 568) 
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When I returned to the training I didn’t tell anyone about 
my revelation or experience, and it dissipated over the next 
few days. 

I wondered if I had actually been “possessed” that 
evening. It certainly felt like it. My subsequent life 
experience has convinced me that such possession does 
happen. But what I have learned for sure is that the process of 
“opening” is non-exclusive. That is, openness and 
vulnerability are just that: openness and vulnerability—to all 
of life. The complex play of apparent light and dark, good 
and evil—even all seeming opposites—is something we come 
to understand over time. 

Rebecca graduated in June of 1976. We had been living 
together since April. We recently had been discussing 
possibly moving to Southern California so that I could 
participate in raising my son, Kory. Now we needed to 
decide. It was a difficult choice for Rebecca; she was used to 
the intimacy of her circles of friends, and Southern California 
would be totally new to her. Moreover, Southern California 
had a reputation for conservative superficiality that did not 
appeal to her in the least. But, knowing how important the 
move was to me, she agreed. 

We sold her BMW and my motorcycle and bought a VW 
bus. The day we drove away from Portland she cried, saying 
how much she loved her friends and how much she would 
miss them. I didn’t altogether want to leave Portland either, 
but I felt responsible to participate in Kory’s life. I knew 
Kory needed and deserved a father’s love and protection, and 
I knew this only occurred in real, present relationship. As I 
was becoming sensitive to the needs and requirements of 
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human love, I wanted to do this for him. It was necessary for 
me as well—I needed to love. 

We settled into a simple duplex in one of the older 
neighborhoods of Santa Ana. Rebecca eventually found work 
as a records review person in a nearby hospital (work she had 
previously done in Philadelphia) and I. after doing some part- 
time work with a family and child guidance center, was hired 
to a full-time position as director of a program for the adult 
blind. I thoroughly enjoyed working with the young adults in 
the program and enthusiastically accepted the challenge to 
learn Braille, sign language, and how to get around town 
wearing a blindfold and feel my way along the sidewalks 
with a white cane. With both of us employed, we bought a 
second car. 

In the evenings, Rebecca and I tended the tomatoes, zuccs, 
cukes, and corn we had growing in the back yard. On the 
weekends we explored the nearby beaches and shops of 
Newport and Laguna. And once a week (my initial agreement 
with Kory’s mother) I was able to spend time with Kory. 

On Sundays, Rebecca and I would sit at our small kitchen 
table, looking across at each other, and both suddenly burst 
into tears of joy in gratitude for being together. 

After a few months we heard that Adi Da was going to 
meet with new students and respond to their questions. I was 
already a formal “corresponding student,” so immediately 
applied to go and was invited to attend the event. I planned to 
drive up to northern California that next weekend. 

Up to this point Rebecca hadn’t shown any interest in 
being a student of Adi Da. She was reading the writings of J. 
Krishnamurti, and Krishnamurti wasn’t a proponent of gurus. 
We talked about the differences between him and Adi Da, 
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and it was fine with me that having a guru wasn’t “her thing.” 
But early in the week she decided to become a student so that 
she could go up with me for the Sunday occasion. 

That Wednesday Rebecca had an appointment for a 
routine OB/GYN check-up and PAP smear. She had taken the 
day off for the appointment, so I drove our new Honda Civic 
to my work and she was going to use the VW. On the way to 
her appointment, however, the VW broke down and she never 
made it to the doctor’s office. Instead, she got it towed home 
and rescheduled her check-up for the following week. 

When I got home from work she told me about missing 
the visit. It seemed unproblematic to both of us since it was 
just a routine check-up and there was nothing going on as far 
as either of us knew to be concerned about. I had a class that 
evening, so I ate a quick dinner and left. When I got home 
two hours later, instead of finding Rebecca on the couch 
reading or watching TV or making something in the kitchen, 
she was in the bedroom lying on the bed, on her side, with her 
knees slightly tucked up. I sat down beside her. She 
complained about having abdominal discomfort. We had both 
just ended a three-day fast, and because this was her first fast, 
we thought that maybe the discomfort was related to 
beginning to eat again. However, when shortly thereafter her 
discomfort turned to pain, we both became afraid that 
something more serious was happening. I asked her if she 
wanted to go to the hospital, but she couldn’t respond through 
the quickly increasing pain. Still lying on her side, soon she 
was tightly doubled over and her fear had turned to an 
ominous apathy. I didn’t know what was going on, but it was 
obvious I needed to get her to a hospital, and fast. 

I called the hospital where Rebecca worked to see if they 
had 24-hour emergency service. They did. I ran out to the 
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Honda and reclined the passenger seat as flat as it would go, 
then carried Rebecca out and sped her to the hospital. It was a 
thirty minute drive. 

When we arrived at the Emergency Room, I carried her in. 
I tried to get the nurse’s and doctor-on-duty’s immediate 
attention by telling them that Rebecca worked there, but they 
didn’t seem to listen. Shortly thereafter, though, the doctor 
saw her. He read on her intake information that she was 
employed by the hospital and said, “Oh, she’s one of ours. 
We’ll have to take good care of her.” He very quickly 
determined that Rebecca had an ectopic pregnancy. He said 
that the developing egg had become lodged in the fallopian 
tube and had ruptured it; she was bleeding internally. He set 
about making arrangements for immediate surgery. I was 
temporarily relieved. More than likely, the routine exam of 
her missed doctor’s appointment would have discovered the 
problem before it became this crisis. 

Rebecca was transferred to a regular room in the hospital 
to await the surgery. Holding her hand, I went with her to the 
room. Waiting with her in the room, I fried to be a calming 
presence in spite of my worry, but we couldn’t really talk, 
because she couldn’t listen. At first I tried to assure her that 
things were being handled, but the heaviness of time soon 
silenced me as I became more and more afraid for her. 

It seemed like an eternity before anything further 
happened. Rebecca’s pain was only increasing and her 
anxiety skyrocketing. She called out to me, “Dennis, I can’t 
see!” 

Just as she told me she couldn’t see, the surgeon came in. 
He noticed she didn’t have an IV running and immediately 
fried to begin one. Rebecca had already lost so much blood 
into her abdomen he couldn’t find a suitable peripheral vein. 
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He called the nurse for a subclavian kit and told her to also 
prepare for a possible cut-down. 

On his first attempt he got the subclavian going. He 
congratulated himself to the nurse, then ordered Rebecca 
moved to the operating room area. The anesthesiologist still 
had not arrived. 

I was now in the room alone. A nurse anxiously brought 
me a sheaf of papers. “What arc these?” I asked. “You have 
to sign them,” she nervously insisted. They were disclaimers. 
I signed them. She left. 

What is happening? I cried out to myself. Where is help? I 
needed to pray. I didn’t know how to pray, really. Get down 
on my knees and pray? Sit cross-legged and meditate-pray? 
What ? I tried both. Each felt as empty as the other. All I could 
do was worry. I called Rebecca’s parents, Saul and Marion. I 
also called Stan in Philadelphia, the man she said good-bye to 
when she chose to be with me. I called up to Adi Da’s 
community. A man by the name of David answered the 
phone. I told him what was going on and asked if he could 
tell Adi Da. He said he wouldn’t be able to, and then said 
something about how in the etheric body one doesn’t feel any 
pain. Etheric body? No pain? What is this guy talking about?! 
Doesn’t he have any sensitivity to what’s happening? 
Rebecca’s life is on the line! I didn’t hold that inane response 
against him. What could he do? A person totally unknown to 
him, unknown to Adi Da, calling in a panic about his 
girlfriend maybe dying, pleading for the Guru’s intervention. 
He couldn’t help and was of no consolation. It wasn’t a 
situation where consolation was even possible. I was alone, 
linked to Rebecca by an emotional chaos of love, worry, 
panic, and the sense of helplessness. 
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Eventually I found out they had begun the surgery. I 
learned later that by the time they had begun to operate, 
Rebecca was in convulsions from the havoc the blood loss 
was creating in her brain. 

Sometime later another nurse commented to me that 
Rebecca was “one lucky cookie.” Lucky to have lived. 

After the surgery Rebecca was taken to the intensive care 
unit. Although the surgery itself had been unproblematic, 
because of the extreme blood loss there was serious concern 
for possible brain damage. Soon enough that concern became 
reality as her brain began to swell from the trauma caused by 
lack of oxygen to the brain due to the blood loss—the “anoxic 
event,” they called it. 

Sometime in the next two days fluid also began to 
accumulate in her lungs. One of the nurses spoke to me 
privately; she advised me that, if I could, I should transfer her 
to another hospital. She was worried that Rebecca would die 
from inadequate care, especially if she were developing 
pneumonia. 

I was so relieved this nurse spoke to me. There was no 
way I had confidence in Rebecca’s recovery given how out of 
control things already seemed to be. At least now I had a way 
to channel my concern and worry, something I could actually 
do to help her. 

I knew a well-respected thoracic surgeon who lived in the 
area, Dr. Larkin. His son and I had been friends in high 
school. I called him and we arranged to meet in his office. I 
was afraid that some unspoken fraternal medical code would 
preclude his willingness to intervene, but, after hearing my 
story, he agreed to be Rebecca’s physician and to transfer her 
to the principal hospital where he was on staff. It was a 
modern, well-equipped, private hospital. I was so relieved, 
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elated even, feeling at last that at least Rebecca’s life was no 
longer at stake. 

Because we weren’t married there was some legal 
complication with medical authorizations, but fortunately her 
mother, Marion, came out to California right away and was 
quick to help. 

After we transferred Rebecca to the new hospital, I spent 
the next two weeks living there, sleeping either on benches in 
the waiting room or sometimes on a reclining chair beside her 
bed. I squeezed fresh orange juice for her every morning, and 
hardly ever left, even when the staff insisted. 

A few days after arriving, Marion asked me if I knew 
anything about Rebecca ever having had an abortion. She 
said that that morning Rebecca had told her about having had 
one, but that she, Rebecca, couldn’t remember anything else 
about it, including who the father would have been. I filled 
her in. I again felt my regret, wondering if the abortion 
possibly had been a factor in this present complication; 
certainly now we both would have been happy to have a 
child. 

Rebecca spent about a week in intensive care before being 
moved to a regular room on the floor. It was small, spacious 
enough only for her bed, the hospital stand, and a visitor’s 
chair. A single window allowed the daylight to brighten the 
space. 

We played cards in the afternoon. She sat up on the side of 
the bed, facing me. I sat opposite her in a hospital chair. We 
put the hospital stand between us for a card-playing surface. 
As a result of the anoxia she no longer had the motor control 
necessary for intelligible speech, so she now spoke in a type 
of articulated hum, which, for the most part, I could 
understand. On the third afternoon, in the middle of our card 
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play, she suddenly stopped and looked over at me. Obviously 
preparing a question, she raised her right hand to about 
shoulder level and extended her index finger to point at me. 
She then drew up her shoulders only slightly, furrowed her 
forehead, and, peering through an almost imperceptible 
squint, innocently asked, “Who are you?” 

My jaw dropped. Then I smiled. Who are you? Obviously 
the question was as real for her as it was surreal for me. 

“We live together,” I said. 

“What? No.” She laughed and shook her head side-to-side 
in disbelief. 

“Yes, we do.” I replied, then pulled out both our driver’s 
licenses from my wallet and displayed them side-by-side for 
her on the hospital stand’s surface. “Look. You see? The 
same address.” 

She picked up both licenses. I saw the focus of her eyes 
jump back and forth between them as she compared the 
information while expressions of confusion then surprised 
amusement passed over her face. Then, looking up and over 
at me, she smiled and shrugged her shoulders in a sweetly 
apologetic gesture of “I don’t know what’s going on here.” I 
was so touched by her vulnerability. 

In the moment, I didn’t really care that Rebecca couldn’t 
remember me. She was my love, and we just had something 
new to deal with. It would be an amusing story in the future. 
But that night, her not remembering made me wonder if I 
should simply step out of the picture and allow her to return 
to her parents’ home in Philadelphia and begin a new life. If 
we stayed together would I love this new Rebecca? Would 
she love me? Would we be the same couple we were before? 
Would the new “us” have a life together? In contrast to the 
love I had known for her, these thoughts felt like an invasion 
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of vaporous darkness enveloping my psyche and tempting me 
down a path of inconceivable heartlessness. Where was the 
love in that? Where would the humanity be in that? Would 
she eventually remember, and then I wouldn’t be there? I 
couldn’t leave. I didn’t want to leave. Our relationship, the 
depth of our love, had been the foundation of our lives. I 
wanted to stay. I had to help. 

Still, her not knowing me made me wonder: What is a 
person? Who is Rebecca? The body? Memories? Thoughts? 
Brain cells? She looked like Rebecca, but the Rebecca I 
knew—knew me, and seemed to no longer exist. She was just 
as new to me as I was to her. And then I asked. What is love? 
What do we love when we love another? 

I began intensively studying everything I could find about 
recovery from brain damage. I was determined to make sure 
Rebecca got the most competent help possible, and it was 
clear that to simply turn her care over to the medical 
establishment was no guarantee—I had to participate. The 
first thing I found out was that there was no certain medical 
knowledge about the potential for recovery other than 
perhaps the length of time it took. There was general 
agreement that whatever recovery was possible would occur 
within five years. That is, whatever progress had been made 
in five years would be it. I made a commitment at that point 
to see her through five years and to do all I could to help her. 
I didn’t know what this decision actually meant; all I knew 
was that she deserved it, and even if she didn’t remember me, 
what had happened was something that happened to us, not 
just her. I remembered, and felt a genuine responsibility to 
her. It was a decision based in love—without a doubt—but it 
was also true that this simplicity of love’s intention was 
silently accompanied by the yet unconscious fear of 
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inevitable separation and an inexpressible sense of tragedy 
and loss. 

Rebecca was discharged to a rehabilitation center in 
Orange, California, for a 5-day evaluation. On the final day 
both Marion and I were at the center to pick her up and meet 
with the social worker. Wanting to communicate in private 
about the rehab summary, the social worker met with us 
before Rebecca arrived. She said something about the type of 
brain damage (mid-brain) Rebecca had sustained, the quality 
of her progress in rehab, the uncertainty of her future 
progress, and then her final statement: “Because of the type 
of brain injury Rebecca had, I wanted to tell you that she is 
like a different person. She isn’t the Rebecca you knew 
before, and there is a lot that may seem to you like getting to 
know someone from the beginning.” 

When Rebecca arrived, the social worker then spoke to us 
all, praising Rebecca for her participation in the rehabilitation 
program and for the progress she had made. The social 
worker had a telephone book with her and at one point asked 
Rebecca to look up a certain business phone number. 
Rebecca went straight to the yellow page section, impressing 
the social worker with what was a demonstration of a certain 
type of reasoning Rebecca could still exercise, despite her 
other impairments. But this little demonstration, coming after 
the social worker’s earlier statement, seemed more like an 
attempt at consolation than an offering of hope; she had 
already told us that the Rebecca we once knew was gone. 
And that was an impossible truth neither Marion nor I knew 
how to accept. The social worker then offered that Rebecca 
could continue in their rehab program as an outpatient, every 
other day, for another six weeks. 
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Marion returned to Philadelphia, and for the next month 
and a half Rebecca and I made the forty-minute drive from 
our duplex in Santa Ana to rehab. She still suffered the 
general awareness-dulling effects of the event, so it was up to 
me to keep her interested and awake and to stimulate her 
outward attention as much as possible. By necessity, I 
became a one-man “stand-up” routine, converted from a 
relatively taciturn man into a practically non-stop patter- 
chatterer and freeway/suburban tour guide, making sure she 
had every reason to be alert, to want to be attentive, to be 
humored, and to laugh. However frustrated I occasionally felt 
and was tempted to speak angrily, I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. The 
certainty of her blamelessness impressed a moral discipline 
on me I was obliged to fulfill. 

After a few weeks Rebecca let me know she wanted to 
have sex. I could tell she was testing herself—she wanted to 
be on top. We put a thin mat and sheet down on the living 
room floor to create a firm surface so that she wouldn’t have 
any balance or tipping problems, as she might on the softer 
bed. We got undressed and I lay down on the mat. With 
obvious intent she positioned herself on top of me. No longer 
capable of the smooth coordinated motions most of us take 
for granted, in irregular stalls and stops she concentratedly 
moved herself up and down on me, occasionally having to 
pause to wipe some saliva from her lips so she wouldn’t drool 
on my chest. Throughout, she remained focused. When she 
was done she sat up on my thighs. She put her hands on her 
hips and looked down at me. After a moment or two, with 
innocent anticipation, she asked, “Am I as good as I used to 
be?” Her question made me smile, and, responding to her 
vulnerability, I said, “Yes, dear Rebecca, you are as good as 
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you ever were.” Her face lit up with the cutest grin. She was 
so pleased. 

While Rebecca was attending the rehab program, I was 
busy frying to sort out how we were going to continue with 
our lives. The owner/director of the agency I worked for very 
graciously offered to recess the adult program I directed until 
things sorted out for Rebecca and me. It was clear she would 
need further help and rehabilitation, so I looked into home- 
based treatments and other programs. Two weeks after the 
end of rehab, I found myself in a Catch-22: it was not yet safe 
to leave her alone, so either I had to quit work to be with her 
or hire a caregiver. However, if I quit work I wouldn’t have 
any income, and I didn’t make enough money to pay for a 
caregiver; and Medicare/MediCal wouldn’t pay for any 
further treatment or for a caregiver. It seemed we were 
checkmated by the bureaucracy. We needed help, but it just 
wasn’t available in our present circumstance. 

I asked Rebecca’s parents if we could move in with them. 
They still lived in the same house in northeast Philadelphia 
where she and her sisters had grown up; everything there 
would at least be familiar. Saul worked, Marion didn’t. If we 
moved to Philly to live with them she could help out a little 
and we could look for a program for Rebecca and I could find 
work there. It seemed like the optimal situation. They didn’t 
hesitate to say “Yes.” 

The next five years of Rebecca’s and my life were an 
emotional checkerboard of medical appointments, therapeutic 
programs, a medical malpractice lawsuit (which settled in her 
favor), a fraud investigation of the hospital by the TV show 
“60 minutes,” several job changes for me, visits to alternative 
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healing practitioners, the move for us to live with her parents 
in Philadelphia, us getting married, a return to Oregon, and a 
final move to California. For me these years were a flood of 
emotional chaos, with times of guilt, doubt, and dilemma, all 
shored by love and the desire to do everything I possibly 
could to make sure Rebecca had the greatest opportunity for 
recovery and the fullest life possible. To tell all the details of 
these years is not necessary for this book. I am sure you, the 
reader, can feel many are heart-wrenching and worked 
profound changes in both our lives. 

Rebecca never did recover beyond the initial 
improvements of those first few weeks. For her, though, there 
was no sense of before and after—she was just getting on 
with life. I, on the other hand, still clung to our romantic past 
and a hopeful future. The summer of 1979, however, shook 
me into the present. 

I had gone to meet Rebecca to walk home with her after 
her occupational therapy class. She was waiting for me just 
outside the classroom, talking with a male classmate. They 
were laughing at something he had just said. She introduced 
us. Walking home, she told me a little about class that day 
and how she thought this man was funny and how they got 
along so well. Fler description was heartbreaking to hear. It 
seemed that she was finding a social circumstance she could 
relate to and appreciate, and where everyone could relate to 
and appreciate her as well. Tears pressured my eyes and a 
tightness clamped my throat and chest as I forced a hopefully 
convincing smile of empathetic enthusiasm, “That’s great, 
Rebecca . . .” But that night I cried. I didn’t know how to 
resolve the differences. For the first time I consciously felt 
that the best thing for her may be a life—new friends and 
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doings—that I could not choose for myself, and, therefore, 
that we could not share. 

Rebecca was a treasure—I never thought she wasn’t—but 
what I had wanted in our being together as lovers and friends 
now seemed to have slipped away, replaced by the fear that 
our relationship might end altogether. I know the question 
that tormented me was “How could a good man, a decent 
human being, ever think of leaving this wonderful, helpless 
woman?” I had no answer other than, “A good man 
couldn’t.” 

Two years later we made the last of our moves. We returned 
to California where we could join the community of devotees 
living close to Adi Da’s Northern California Sanctuary, the 
Mountain Of Attention. I was happy there. After four years I 
now felt I was settling into doing what was most important to 
me. I was hopeful: I felt a possibility of reconnecting with 
Rebecca at the depth we had once known and that I so 
missed. I was relaxed: the anxiety of the dilemma I had lived 
with for so long had subsided. 

The women in the devotee community were very helpful. 
They got to know Rebecca by coming over and spending time 
with her, doing errands with her, and occasionally reading 
short essays or talks from Adi Da’s teaching to her. Rebecca 
quite enjoyed spending time with the community women, but 
it was also clear that she wasn’t interested in Adi Da or His 
teaching or participating in any way. 

Whenever I talked with Rebecca about Adi Da or His 
teaching, she would say that she didn’t understand it, that she 
thought it was a little silly, but she was fine with me doing it. 

Over a period of about six months I came to see how 
Rebecca had become her own person, able to take care of 
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herself almost as well as most people, with only a few 
limitations. She could get herself to and from the store and 
see to her needs around the house. Most of her day, though, 
revolved around eating; it took a long time for her to prepare 
a snack or meal for herself, and, because of her difficulty 
chewing and swallowing, it took a long time for her to eat. 
Unlike most of us, she had to really work to get adequate 
nutrition and calories. Otherwise, her needs were ordinary 
and her amusements simple. 

My attraction to Adi Da gradually metamorphosed into the 
sense of having found my “life’s purpose”—to be His 
devotee—and my desire to be more involved with Him and 
the community grew. As it grew, I felt the conflict between 
wanting to fully participate and what I felt as my obligation to 
be a companion for Rebecca. 

The process of self-sacrifice is not to be casually equated 
with the activity of self-denial. Self-denial tends to 
reinforce the contraction, isolation, and emptiness of the 
body-mind. But self-sacrifice is always a matter of 
ecstasy, or release of the contraction and isolation and 
emptiness of the body-mind into the prior Fullness of 
Radiant Existence. Self-denial is at best an occasional 
purifying technique or, at times, a moral necessity for 
love’s sake. But whenever it is applied it must itself be 
transformed through the disposition of love, of self¬ 
release, of ecstatic sacrifice of the independent self or 
body-mind in the Living Reality that pervades all beings 
and things. 

(from The Enlightenment of the Whole Body) 
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I had read the preceding passage by Adi Da literally hundreds 
of times. I could acknowledge that at the beginning self- 
sacrifice had been my natural response. I couldn’t even claim 
responsibility for it—it was just the obvious life to lead. At 
some point my life became a process of self-denial, for which 
I felt a moral obligation, in love. But by now, 1982,1 had lost 
the thread. I was overwhelmed by my own complications 
about love, relationship, duty, abandonment, and even self- 
image. I had seen that Rebecca needed a practical 
circumstance and circle of friends different from what I could 
provide, but I was incapable of feeling beyond the complexity 
of my own subjectivity about it. Without that capability for 
self-release, without emotional clarity or self-understanding, 
love became obscured. With love obscured, I was left with 
only my dilemma—and no way beyond it. 

In an emotionally tortuous, yet seeming necessary 
decision, Rebecca and I separated. She returned to 
Philadelphia to briefly live with her parents, then move into 
an independent living circumstance with one of the program 
therapists as a housemate. 

My life now completely focused on Adi Da, but every 
couple of years I checked in with her parents to see how she 
was doing. 

About twelve years after our separation I had the 
following dream: 

There are three champagne glasses. One by one, 
each is being filled with powdery grey-white ash. 
When the third glass is full, ash continues to be 
poured into the glass causing it to overflow. 
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While the third glass was still overflowing, I woke up. The 
feeling in the dream was sorrowful, yet relieving. In the 
minutes following waking, I knew that the dream was about 
Rebecca and symbolically telling me that it was OK for me to 
move on, that there was no need for more ash. Ash, in the 
spiritual symbolism I knew, meant sacrifice, an offering 
having been received and burnt; in emotional terms, sacrifice 
pointed to change and sorrow. I felt that the combination of 
champagne glasses (relationship, marriage, emotion) and 
overflowing ash (change, sufficient sacrifice) was telling me 
that I had lived long enough with the grief of what had 
happened and with the sense of shame and guilt I felt over 
having left her; I should simply let all that go. 

Because the dream was so strong, I wondered if there were 
any correlation in Rebecca’s life. I called her parents. I didn’t 
tell them about the dream, but simply asked how she was 
doing. Her father told me that several months previously, 
Rebecca’s washing machine had flooded her apartment. 
When the insurance adjuster came out to evaluate her and her 
roommate’s claim for rug and floor damage, he was totally 
taken by her, they started dating, and were now married. 

I was so thrilled and grateful and happy for her. I knew 
she was safe, happy and being well cared for. Moreover, 
because of the genuine psychic nature of the dream and my 
sense of it occurring in the context of my life as a devotee, I 
felt Adi Da’s blessing of her and her life altogether. 

Rebecca died in early 2012—the result of the inevitable 
complications of her neurological difficulties and aging. For 
the last few years of her life she had progressively become 
less able to walk without assistance or obtain sufficient 
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nutrition through eating. Even with the assistance of tube 
feeding she only became weaker and more fragile. 

Her husband knew of her relationship to me and in 
response to my letter of condolence, he commented how for 
him Rebecca had been the bravest, most determined, and 
most inspirational person he had ever known and that it had 
been an honor to be with her. 

May we all know such humanity. 

c 



First Occasions 


D uring the five years of attending rebecca i 

had the opportunity to see Adi Da on several occasions. 
The following two were the most significant. 

Before leaving California for Philadelphia to live with 
Rebecca’s parents, we were able to see Adi Da for the first 
time. There was to be an afternoon event in the community’s 
meeting hall in Clearlake where He would sit with devotees 
and respond to questions. We drove up. 

The upstairs meeting room at the seminary was a large, 
empty, caipeted area. Positioned at the center of the front 
wall of the room was a wide, armless chair, with upholstered 
seat and back cushions, and large floral arrangements on 
either side. In the back of the room there were maybe a dozen 
chairs, otherwise almost everyone sat cross-legged on the 
floor. There were about two-hundred fifty of us. A simple 
video camera and microphone were there to record the event. 


As Adi Da walked in from the back and to His chair in the 


front, we respectfully lowered our eyes and bowed our heads 
to the floor. Once in His chair. He briefly looked around the 
room at everyone, then, with a slight tipping back of His 
head, indicated He would take questions. His ability to listen 
was remarkable to me—He was so fully present and focused 
on each questioner. And when He responded He was so 
lively, direct, pithy, humorous, and full of equanimity. He 
was the embodiment of everything I had heard Him say on 
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His recorded talks and in His books; and now, here, I felt my 
attraction to Him broaden and go deeper to include His 
person. 

I was so moved by what I was witnessing that I wanted to 
simply tell Him how attracted to Him I was. Instead, I 
formulated a question in order to “give myself a reason” to 
speak to Him. I forget what my question was, but it was 
something about limits to being expressive in relationship. He 
didn’t respond by addressing the specifics of my question, 
rather, He said that I needed to look at my whole life and that 
I, like any devotee, needed to understand myself and go 
beyond whatever limitations I discovered. I felt awkward 
standing there, listening to His response. I hadn’t really told 
Him what I wanted to, and, in effect, I had, as He often 
described devotees doing, “become the question itself’ rather 
than relate to Him directly and openly. 

My question was one of the last. The occasion ended with 
Adi Da again sitting silently for a while as we regarded Him, 
then leaving. 

I was utterly energized by this meeting with Adi Da. 
Despite feeling slightly embarrassed by having asked a dumb 
question, I was happy, even relieved: I had made contact with 
my Guru. 


During the time Rebecca and I lived again in Oregon, 
periodically I would drive down to the Mountain Of Attention 
Sanctuary (formerly called Persimmon) in California to 
attend a weekend event. 

On one occasion, the final event on Sunday was a formal 
sitting with Adi Da. It took place in a meeting hall called 
Land Bridge Pavilion, where at least three hundred devotees 
filled the space to capacity. 
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I sat in the middle of the right side of the Pavilion. This 
was a silent sitting occasions during which Adi Da looked at 
everyone in the room while we meditatively contemplated 
Him. On some occasions He looked directly at each 
individual, sometimes He looked just above the head of each 
devotee, or sometimes He simply gazed above the group as a 
whole without looking at anyone in particular. This day He 
was looking at each of us individually. 

Adi Da had recently instructed us in a simple “Easy 
Prayer”—an invocation of Him by softly (or mentally) saying 
His name “Da” in the phrase “Radiant Da, Giver of Life, I 
surrender,” while at the same time contemplating Him and 
marking the invocations on the beads of one’s mala. (A mala 
is something like a rosary. In fact, Christian rosaries evolved 
from the Hindu mala.) We were being encouraged to 
experiment with this “Easy Prayer,” since prior to this we had 
principally used a form of invocation called “self-enquiry,” 
which Adi Da had originally described in his autobiography, 
The Knee of Listening. 

I was frustrated by my sense of only superficial 
involvement with Adi Da, and I wanted these weekend 
occasions with Him to be as grand as what I had been reading 
about in His teaching. This afternoon, forcefully trying to 
“practice,” my desire for some kind of “result” was 
intensified to the degree of pathos. I wanted something— 
anything—to happen. I became exasperated with self¬ 
enquiry, so I switched to the Easy Prayer. One by one, I 
gritted emotion into the beads of the mala as I ground them in 
my fingers, pressing them from hand to hand, pitifully 
growling to myself, “Radiant Da, Giver of Life, I surrender.” 

While I did the prayer and looked at Adi Da, He moved 
His gaze around the room, looking at each individual. Soon 
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He would be looking at the area where I was seated. I 
nervously anticipated His regal'd, silently pleading for His 
attention. Then, at the very moment His gaze would have 
fallen on me. He clearly, obviously, deliberately averted His 
eyes. He skipped me! And not just once! The several times 
He regarded my side of the room. He did the same thing, 
purposely not looking at me. 

I felt more and more shattered as the occasion went on, 
becoming frenetic in my desire for His regard. I switched 
back and forth from one technique to the other, on the verge 
of tears of desperation. 

Then, in absolute frustration, with a sense of complete 
incompetence and lack of understanding, I lowered my gaze 
toward the floor and said to myself, “I give up,” and released 
my grip on the mala. 

When I looked up in this state of mindless, emotional 
exhaustion, I saw that Adi Da was looking over at the other 
side of the room. Just as my head came up, however, 
immediately, without hesitation or any kind of intervening 
gesture, He turned His attention to the right side of the room 
and looked directly at me. 

As He fixed His gaze on me, I saw a column of magnetic 
force or light shoot from just above His head to the center of 
my chest and explode my heart in a burst of light. The force 
instantly overwhelmed me with sensations of pleasure and 
joy, then began moving in me like a contained river, flowing 
down the inside front of the body, to its base, down around 
the perineum, then starting up the spine, rising to the level of 
the top of the sacrum. I was immersed in this current of light 
that was clearly coming from Adi Da for about ten seconds, 
then He turned to look elsewhere in the room. 
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As His gaze moved on, I was left sobbing and howling in 
tears of happiness as this force and light continued to course 
through my body and release the body’s stranglehold on its 
own ability to feel. Eventually the experience lessened and 
came to an end. Soon thereafter, Adi Da left the room. 

That evening, in a friend’s meditation hah, I experienced 
that same force and light come from the photograph of Adi 
Da he had there for contemplation. This time the force 
became a stationary column of magnetized light that was 
polarized upwards in my body, extending from the base of the 
spine to the neck, vibrating my whole body, soothing and 
calming me, like an inherent enjoyment in the deeply 
surrendered relationship to Adi Da. 

With this, my first experience of Adi Da’s direct Spiritual 
Transmission, I now understood why He described Himself, 
in His human appearance, as a “vehicle” responsive to 
surrender. It was also clear that the basis of my right 
relationship to Him was surrender, and that surrender was 
either real or not—and He knew the difference. Most 
important for me, though, was that I was moving in certainty. 
That is, everything I was studying in the traditions and in Adi 
Da’s own teaching was being confirmed in my own 
experience. I was not being asked to believe anything. 
Nothing about Him or the process was ambiguous. The way I 
expressed it at the time was that Adidam was a way of 
“revelation,” meaning that each step of the way was marked 
by the revelation of its truth in one’s actual experience—the 
truth of who Adi Da Himself was and the truth of His 
teaching. 





PART II 



Surrender is Universal Worship 


Each of us is responsible to bless all others. Therefore, 
bless everyone and everything with every action, every 
thought, and every breath. 

It is not possible to bless another by presuming a 
position of superiority for yourself or inferiority on the 
part of another. To bless another one must worship and 
acknowledge that one in his or her True Form, inhering 
in the Divine, Present as an expressive manifestation of 
the Radiant Transcendental Being. 

Therefore, whatever your stage of life, bless all 
others, worship every being as the Divine Presence, 
acknowledge every being and condition in God, address 
everyone and everything by the Name Da or in the same 
Spirit in which the Giver is cdways acknowledged. Only 
in this manner are you free in God, invoking and 
Realizing God in, as, and through every being and 
condition. 

Be in God. See cdl in God. In this manner, worship 
and love and Realize only God, by worshipping God in, 
as, and through everyone and everything. Never be too 
proud to do this worship. Only this is surrender. Only 
this expresses true Realization. 

—Adi Da, “I” Is the Body of Life 



“Study the Traditions” 


A FTER REBECCA AND I SEPARATED, I was invited by 
some new friends to live with them close to the 
Sanctuary. I soon began serving at the Adidam publishing 
house, The Dawn Horse Press, as production editor. It was 
principally through this service and through the devotees I 
served with that I started to really understand what it meant to 
be a devotee of Adi Da. At the time, I could say that I now 
understood Adi Da to be a spiritual Master, and being His 
devotee was like nothing I had ever known or experienced. 

From the very beginning of my becoming His devotee, I 
heard Him admonish us over and over again to “study the 
traditions.” He said that particularly because of our western 
religious background, we really had no way to understand 
Him or the spiritual process unless we had a broader 
knowledge of religion and spirituality. He had already written 
and spoken at length about the differences between His 
teaching and other esoteric teachings and practices. I had also 
studied much of this and other traditional spiritual literature 
when I lived in Philadelphia with Rebecca, but now, in my 
service as production editor, I had the opportunity to broaden 
that study and to discuss it with my co-workers—most of 
whom had already been His devotees for several years. 

Adi Da’s instruction to study traditional spiritual literature 
was important not just for the predominantly former 
Christians and Jews among us, but also for the few raised or 
later become Buddhist, Hindu, Zoroastrian, Muslim, 
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Gurdjieff, Native Indian shaman, atheist, agnostic, etc. It soon 
became clear why such study was necessary. In short, “God” 
was why. 

It seemed as though in the beginning Adi Da had to use 
the word “God” so that we at least had a starting point in our 
understanding of Him and His teaching—at least something 
in common—even if it was only a word. Surrender is 
Universal Worship is an example of this from 1982. Because 
He would speak about God in the early years of His teaching, 
traditional Buddhist groups would sometimes even refer to 
Adidam as “theism.” 

But “theism” Adidam is not. The most fundamental 
difference I had to become clear on—right from the 
beginning—was that there was a huge difference between 
what I accepted as God and what Adi Da meant by God: I 
was thinking of God either as a separate Great Being, Creator 
of Heaven and Earth, or, in my neo-Hindu humanism, as 
some separate something else (Energy, Love, etc.) of which I 
was a part, and with which I was seeking union or re-union. 
Maybe I was even seeking “Him” (or “It”) within. 

But that wasn’t what Adi Da meant at all, and I finally 
settled on my own analogy of “apples and oranges” to help 
myself remain clear about what He was trying to have us 
understand: 

Apples: any concept of “other” and its resulting dichotomy 
(self-other, soul-God, heaven-earth, etc.), or any process that 
presumed cause and effect. 

Oranges: Only God (in His language at the time), 
undifferentiated egoless Reality Itself, Only Self-Radiant 
Consciousness or Light, or Real Acausal God (part of His 
final language, meaning God as non-separate Being Only, 
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Source but not “Creator”, not “Mover”, not the ultimate 
“cause” of anything). 

“Oranges” was something I intuited at the time, already 
deep in my feeling, as prior to my present concretizing mind; 
but, because my perspective on it was through the “other”- 
making mind of “apples,” it was “just out of reach.” I hadn’t 
realized it, but I nevertheless understood that any 
conversation about religion and spirituality had to first 
acknowledge that there was this difference in point of view. 
In talking with my non-devotee friends (generally Christian 
or scientifically-educated), I soon realized we couldn’t have a 
discussion if he or she were always talking “apples” and I 
“oranges.” Indeed, there is no way anyone can convince 
someone that he or she needs to be saved if that person feels 
there is no separate one to either save or do the saving. And, 
inversely, there is no way a Daist or Theraveda Buddhist or 
Advaitist can convince a “theist” or “materialist” of the 
illusion of the subject-object nature of the world when to 
them, in their experience, the dualistic nature of the world is 
absolutely and obviously so. 

Another important thing I had to become clear on was 
religious thought itself, including its evolution and history. 
As I studied my own background of both Catholic and 
Protestant Christianity, especially the works of the great 
theologians and saints who were its founders and 
inspirational leaders, I came to a new respect for the sincerity, 
earnestness, and profundity with which these men and women 
were wanting to account for what was greater than 
themselves and of supreme importance. 

Particularly important to me was to understand my own 
Christian heritage. Why was Jesus so unique? Was he even 
unique? As I studied the literature of other traditions, 
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particularly the esoteric literature Adi Da had recommended, 
I became aware of the many other saints and spiritual masters 
throughout history (both before and after Jesus) to whom 
were attributed the same status and similar miracles as were 
attributed to Jesus of Galilee—even raising the dead—and 
whose disciples also felt their master as a tangible spiritual 
presence. Many of the miracle stories about these masters 
seemed blatantly fanciful or otherwise paid of the myth¬ 
building that inevitably surrounds a great spiritual figure, but, 
for example, the yoga of Hinduism, Tibetan Buddhism, and 
the shamanic traditions offered coherent explanations for how 
these “miracles” occurred. Rather than speaking in terms such 
as prayer being “good” (the work of God, or of belief in God) 
and magic being “evil” (the work of Satan), they described 
them as both being accomplished by the same mechanism— 
not an appeal to either “God” or “Satan”, but rather by self- 
transcending surrender and/or a profound use of the mind to 
focus the natural energies all around us: prana, mana, chi, ki. 
Non-Christian traditions similarly accounted for my own 
wonderings about things such as visitations by angels or 
demons or other entities, the glory of infusion by a “divine 
presence,” the potency of ritual and magic, prescience and 
clairvoyance, and on and on. 

Adi Da spoke of how the popularized scientific mentality 
wants to trivialize almost everything out of the materialistic 
“ordinary,” or otherwise interpret it in amazingly reductionist 
logic, as a means, even in league with whatever political 
State, to suppress people’s inherent ecstasy and freedom. 
Materialistic science seemed to be vying with religion to be 
the ultimate philosophy of life, He said. 

But the single most important understanding I came to was 
of Adi Da Himself and how He taught, and that 
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understanding only grew and matured over time. Adi Da 
described the evolution of the devotee’s relationship to Him 
as passing through three naturally progressive and maturing 
stages. At first the devotee relates to Him as “Teacher,” then 
as “Spiritual Master”, then as the “Very Self, non- 
differently.” This progression corresponds to the unfolding 
and deepening of the devotee’s actual experience and 
understanding in practice. It is also described in the Hindu 
tradition. Another way to say this is that at the beginning, the 
devotee’s perception of the Guru is as “other”; that perception 
undergoes transformation via a profound spiritual process that 
undermines “otherness” until there is the realization of 
“Only,” “no-self’, undifferentiated Reality Itself, the State 
and Identity of the Master himself. 

For us, despite our intuition of something greater, 
beginning as “other” is natural, often seemingly confirmed 
100 percent by our personal experience. Being “other” is 
natural to us. But that is us. Intuitively, from the outset, I 
knew such “otherness” was not, and never had been, true of 
Adi Da. 


My Divine Avataric Presence here in bodily (human) 
Form is not limited by pattern-identity, because I have no 
ego-identity. 

The Primary Pattern of Totality Is My Pattern of 
Divine Avataric Appearance here. 

I Function just as straightforwardly with the Primary 
Pattern of “everything-and-everybody-all-at-once” as 
egos function in relation to their local identity of bodily- 
identified ego-“I”. 

.../... 









50 I L o v e ’ s Sacrifice 


You did not have to choose your own body and feel 
identified with it in order to play your patterned role. 

Your patterned role is simply “there 

Similarly, in My Case, the Primary Pattern of 
“everything-and-everyone” Is simply the Case. 

That Primary Pattern Is Inherently and Directly and 
Divinely Avatarically Obvious to Me. 

To Me, the Primary Pattern of Totality is as evident 
as the body or the immediate local ego-mind is to an 
egoic personality. 

Not-two Is My Characteristic. 

No- “other" Is My Characteristic. 

The Characteristic of Prior Unity Is My Divine 
Avataric Sign and My Divine Avataric Self- 
Revelation. 

(The Aletheon, pp. 1786-1787) 


In that first viewing of A Difficult Man I knew Adi Da was 
IT. What was IT for me, viewed through my boyhood of 
Anglican Christianity, previous mishmash of casual spiritual 
reading, and unaccountable yet powerful attraction to Him? 
He was “God.” And that He was God to me made things both 
simple and complex at the same time: simple because I was 
moved to give myself over to Him, intuitively understanding 
the “oranges” of His Self-Confession; complex because of the 
bushels of “apples” I earned over with me from my Christian 
heritage and western culturally enforced materialist 
indoctrination. I had a mind of apple sauce. Either that or a 
half-baked apple pie. 
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Most revelatory (and sometimes shockingly so) in my 
study of especially the non-dualist traditions (my “oranges”) 
was the view I was given of the relationship to the Guru: in 
his Realization he consciously (even simultaneously) 
participated in multiple dimensions of existence; because of 
this, his behavior could seem unpredictable or perhaps 
irrational or erratic to the yet limited and conventionally 
bound mind. He was free of the presumption of self; thus, he 
wasn’t necessarily even friendly because for him there was no 
separate one to have to be friendly with. If you wanted to be 
his devotee, he would test you—sometimes, I read, seemingly 
heartlessly and for years at a time—in order to measure your 
sincerity and your fundamental understanding even of him. If 
you were accepted as his devotee, you might never receive 
any positive response from him, only constant criticism, since 
his job was to undermine your very presumption of separate 
self. In summary, the Guru was not a social “other,” indeed, 
he was not an “other” at all—and that was the point. And 
some Gurus hardly spoke or did anything at all; their mere 
Presence was sufficient instruction. 

I learned, too, that many of the great Masters and Gurus 
were considered religious misfits, unacceptable by the 
conventional society around them, often disparaged and in 
some way or other perceived as threatening—not for their 
teachings, but because they themselves (having realized) 
were not “social” characters and could neither be intimidated, 
controlled, nor manipulated. They were “Free.” Their humor 
could be equally unbounded, and often irreverent. Propriety 
was not one of their concerns. Neither were they naive about 
the ego and the worldly tendencies of their devotees. 

Somehow I had thought that Masters were supposed to be 
aloof, dispassionate saints who were free of the “merely 
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human” emotions. That seemed to be a curiously universal 
myth (or perhaps desire), because any look into the lives of 
the great Masters of most esoteric or serious monastic 
traditions quickly showed otherwise. In the Buddhist and 
Hindu tradition it was understood that because of their 
freedom from identity with the limited body-mind and their 
inherence in the “divine” condition, certain Masters, in 
service to their devotees, allowed in themselves the full range 
of human emotional expression. This was one of their ways to 
remain in play with their devotees, who yet presumed identity 
as a separate body-mind. It allowed their devotees to relate to 
them humanly and to directly see the effects of their actions 
upon their Master, positive or negative. 

This submission to human ordinariness was one of the 
Master’s sacrifices. Even in their apparent anger or pleasure, 
despair or happiness, sympathy or indifference though, these 
Masters never ceased to radiate the equanimity and bliss and 
blessing of their realization. I would eventually learn how 
unique Adi Da was in the extraordinary degree to which He 
submitted to the human relational process His devotees 
required while they were yet to understand the Spiritual 
process He taught, and until they were prepared to receive 
His direct communication of Reality. 

To their own devotees and disciples such Masters were 
God—and rightfully so. But to those committed to the 
undisturbed maintenance of a conventional world—religious 
or secular—these Masters were perceived as anything ranging 
from “eccentric” to “dangerous.” Thus, the advice in the 
traditional readings was always to “choose your Guru 
carefully,” and with discrimination, because once you chose 
him or her, it was your surrender to the Guru, your 
recognition of him or her as “God,” that was the medium of 
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your spiritual growth. You knew that your Guru would do 
anything and everything to awaken you. and that is what you 
were asking him to do. For those just becoming interested in 
His own teaching. Adi Da summarized this traditional 
understanding with: “Do not approach Me unless you are 
willing to be undone.” 

This type of Guru—the Maipas and Tilopas of Tibetan 
Buddhism, the Flakuins of Zen, the Nityanandas and 
Ramakrishnas of Flinduism, the Bhai Sahibs of Sufism—were 
the examples Adi Da suggested we look to in order to 
understand Flirn. And it was their devotees—the Milarepas, 
the Gasan Jitos, the Muktanandas and Vivekanandas, and the 
Irena Tweedies—who provided examples of the devotion and 
surrender and perseverance required, even under the 
sometimes apparently harsh discipline of their Masters, and 
even when they might think him “insane” or a “crank” or 
other kind of “madman,” in the process of awakening to the 
Divine Reality—however that was felt or interpreted, 
Personal or Impersonal. I saw that same devotion and 
perseverance to the point of unique spiritual awakening in the 
St. Teresas, St. Seraphims, and Brother Lawrences of 
Christianity. To these Masters and their students, God (or the 
Ultimate Reality) was real, and tangible; God was beyond 
doubt, beyond philosophy, beyond mere belief. God was fact 
and truth. That is what I wanted, and, from what I could tell, 
what these men and women had found. 

In the minds and hearts and lives of the devotees of these 
Great Gurus, their Master epitomized sacrifice itself. He, or 
she, was already full, already content, already God-Realized, 
already free of karma. That the Guru was willing to enter into 
the play of human life was, to them, their Master’s 
compassionate response to human suffering. And the 



54 iLove’s Sacrifice 


principal suffering they looked to their Guru to relieve them 
of was their bondage to the illusion of the independent and 
separate nature of both themselves and the world. 

Spiritual life: better not to begin. Once begun: better 
to finish. —old Buddhist saying. 

Why I was so interested in religion and God I couldn’t tell 
you. But I can say that I was interested only to the degree it 
stood up to intelligent consideration and accounted for my 
own experience, that of my friends, and that of whomever I 
read about. 

My study brought me to appreciate the serious 
practitioners of all religious faiths and spiritual traditions, 
even anyone seriously inquiring into the nature of their own 
existence, whether through religious/spiritual means or not. 
Nowhere was that inquiry not a profound process and often 
tremendous ordeal, and thus worthy of respect. Even though 
as instruction to us, and as paid of His written teaching for 
everyone, Adi Da Himself might critically comment about a 
teacher or a religion or a particular spiritual tradition, He 
never tolerated any casual negative comments by us about 
any other teacher, or even about any other devotee, or about 
the Adidam community. He once called our attention to a 
small publication by Sri Ramanashram, Mind the Business for 
which You have Come, to remind us that our business was 
Him —including all the meditative, cultural, and practical 
forms of our practice—contemplation of the Divine—rather 
than any indulgence in complaint or criticism. 

So now, with Adi Da, I was drawn to that same fire as 
devotees of the past, choosing to give myself over to the one 
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to whom I had been mysteriously attracted, to the one I felt as 
God, the living Truth of Reality itself. 



You are born into an experiential circumstance in which 
all kinds of apparent separations can take place, harm 
can come to you, you can die, and people you depend on 
in an emotioned way can be separated from you or can 
be indifferent to you. You are in a vulnerable position. 
What human beings must reedize is a Condition of Unity 
with What is Alive, What is Life. 

Therefore, you have to Awaken to a fundamental 
emotioned sense of being connected to a Reedity that 
does not kill you, does not separate from you This is 
what esoteric consciousness is about, fundamentally. 

Merely having “religious” beliefs or imaginative 
ideas of “Goel” is not sufficient to reedly cure the 
emotion of vulnerability. There must be actual Real- 
God-Realization and actual Realization of Unity with 
that Infinite Life—direct Realization of the Fullness of 
Life, of Love, Self-Radiant Energy and Self-Existing 
Consciousness. 

Reed God is simply the All-Pervading, Self-Existing, 
and Self-Radiant Reedity, Itself. When you get out of the 
mooel of contraction and into That Unity, then That 
Force and Being begins to Change you and Reveed to 
you the Realities of Life and Demonstrate Influences 
that are forms of Blessing, Grace, Help, and Awakening. 

—Adi Da 



The Beginnings of a Broader 
Experience 


O NE DAY IN EARLY 1982, my father called: “Den, the 
doctors just told your mother she has cancer in her lung 
and that they want to operate.” He gave me the details then 
hung up. I could barely put the phone down. I felt the most 
profound sinking in my heart. Then a flood of immense 
sorrow; deep, deep, and heavy. I really didn’t know I could 
experience such feelings for her. Maybe that sounds odd, but 
our family was never very emotionally expressive; that’s just 
the way we were. Even so, there it was—the sorrow. 

A chest x-ray during a routine breast exam had found a 
problem with my mother’s right lung. The doctors quickly 
evaluated the discovery and, certain it was cancerous, 
suggested to her that she have immediate surgery to remove 
the affected portion. They couldn’t give a definite prognosis. 
Depending on what the operation revealed, and the possibility 
of metastasis, she might only have a very short time to live. 
She was admitted to the hospital and the procedure was 
scheduled for the next day. 

I was thrown into a state of almost overwhelming sorrow 
at the possibility of my mother’s death. The sorrow hung 
deep within the body, weighing down not just my heart and 
drawing my tears, but seeming to infuse every cell with 
inexpressible grief. It existed there as an indescribable 
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burden, like a dense liquid mass drawn down by the gravity 
of the earth. 

I had been associated with Adidam for only a few years at 
this point, and had been to see Adi Da several times in large 
group situations at the Mountain Of Attention Sanctuary. I 
was certainly not an experienced practitioner. Nevertheless, 
during those occasions with Him I had witnessed the 
extraordinary nature and power of His Being. I had also 
studied the great texts of esoteric Indian religion and mystical 
Christianity to the degree that I appreciated their forms of 
sacramental invocation of the divine and healing practices. 
Adidam had similar practices. 

My mother’s operation was to be the next morning in St. 
Mary’s Hospital in San Francisco. I phoned to ask her if I 
could come over that evening; I would bring some holy water 
and sacred ash to put on her and also do the laying-on-of- 
hands. I said I'd like to do this as part of her preparation for 
the operation and asked if it would be OK. She said “Yes.” 

We spent our evening together simply, talking a little 
about the operation and I doing some laying-on-of-hands on 
her head and heart and chest areas. Just before leaving I 
combed my fingers through her hair, using the palms of my 
hands to gently stroke inconspicuous amounts of the water 
and ash onto her forehead and the top of her head. Then with 
a light kiss on the cheek, I said, “Goodnight, mom, see you in 
the morning.” 

St. Mary’s Hospital is an older, several-story, Catholic 
Church-run hospital in San Francisco, still with nuns in habits 
walking the corridors serving those who came there. I arrived 
at 7:15 a.m. Taking the public elevator down to the basement 
where the operating suites were, I had the impression of 
descending into a dungeon, or moving down into some area 
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where one goes to practice the secret arts of a clandestine 
brotherhood. The elevator doors opened into a stark, 
undecorated waiting area—a perhaps twenty feet by twenty 
feet, dark-colored room with a single small desk and chair 
opposite the elevator doors. Stationed in the chair at the desk 
was a black-habited, serious-faced nun. The room was lined 
with uncomfortable chairs, all facing the center, in front of 
which were low tables sparsely strewn with reading material. 

I had no interest in reading anything; my mother was 
about to have her body cut widely open, pieces of her 
removed, and then some yet-unknown pronouncement made 
about her life. I wanted my presence there to make a 
difference—somehow—and reading would not make that 
difference. So I sat there in one of those uncomfortable 
chairs, looking at the profile of the somber nun, who could 
see me out of the corner of her left eye, her chair and desk 
oriented toward the corridor that led to the operating suites, 
my mother already on a table in one of them. 

As the time of the operation approached, I began doing the 
“devotional prayer of changes”—a process of invocation of 
Adi Da and a conscious letting go of thoughts and of fears 
and of whatever might pose a limitation on the event being 
prayed for. It’s combined with a certain relaxed 
consciousness in the breathing as well. I did that, 
contemplating Adi Da and releasing concern for my mother, 
while also simply feeling her in a state of health and 
wellbeing. I intended to do this during the entire time of the 
operation. 

After a very short while, sitting there, eyes lightly closed, 
praying in this way, I began to notice an unusual sense of 
aliveness filling my feet while at the same time a feeling of 
happiness beginning to well in my chest. I wasn’t drowsy or 
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in any kind of meditative or in-between state of mind, so I 
slowly opened my eyes to look down. There, enveloping my 
feet and ankles, was a radiant sphere of white light. 

With my eyes now open and my attention on the sphere of 
white light, I was still invoking Adi Da, but the prayer was 
more in the background and subliminal. As I watched, the 
sphere of light grew in size, and as it grew it advanced up 
higher on my body, maintaining its shape as an expanding 
luminous globe. As it rose and expanded, so did the 
sensations in my body—from simple aliveness and happiness 
to overwhelming pleasure and vibrant joy. I could feel my 
face beaming through an irrepressible ear-to-ear smile. 

I looked over at the nun. A disapproving scowl had further 
wrinkled her already prunish face as she looked at me, 
apparently offended by my spontaneous ecstasy. I began to 
feel self-conscious and stopped doing the invocation and took 
control of my breath, slowing it down and periodically 
holding it, attempting to suppress the intensifying sensations 
now beginning to fill my chest. My effort was successful and 
the experience passed. 

Soon I saw my mother being wheeled out on a gurney, IV 
on a pole, the operation over. I was told that the cancer had 
been well-defined and easily removed. She required no 
further treatment whatsoever, and there never has been any 
kind of recurrence. 

What had just happened? Was there a causative 
relationship between my prayer and the positive outcome of 
the operation? I really didn’t know what to think. I was 
obviously intending “intervention,” but I didn’t know how 
that would, or could, occur. But clearly there was some 
correlation, even if only in the mysterious simultaneity of my 
experience and the operation. 
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Years later, I recounted my story to Adi Da. As I 
described what happened He asked me for all the details, 
including my emotions. He listened, then clarified, “And so 
you stopped it about there? (indicating just below chest level) 
Because you were afraid of losing control?” 

“Yes, Love-Ananda.” (Adi Da’s name at the time.) 

“Pity.” 

That was His only comment. 

Yes, it was a pity. In my social concern and fear of ecstasy 
and the possible loss of self, I cut short what could have been 
a dissolution into the selfless, non-separate domain of Love- 
Bliss-Consciousness itself where true healing takes place. 
Even if I didn’t know exactly what had happened or how such 
things do happen, I now knew they definitely did happen. 
Ecstasy and Light were two of Adi Da’s characteristics 
breaking through into my life. 


I was still serving at The Dawn Horse Press in the springtime 
of 1982, and had been invited to move into a small two-room 
cabin on the Mountain Of Attention. The cabin had 
previously been used for storage and still had dozens of old 
boxes in it, boxes full of other peoples’ long-forgotten 
miscellaneous books and clothes. Mine now added to the 
collection. It was obvious that the cabin hadn’t been occupied 
in a long time because there were cobwebs in the ceiling 
corners and along the hinged edges of the doors, and a slight 
musty smell let me know that it certainly hadn’t been heated 
during the previous winter. 

Even though I had heard Adi Da say that unkempt and 
unconscious environments attracted dark energies and 
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possibly negative entities, it was late and I was tired. I didn’t 
feel like cleaning up the place right then, and decided to lie 
down for the night and straighten it up in the morning. 

Surrounded by the shadowy skyline of stacked boxes, I 
took a small, nine-bead finger mala from my pocket and lay 
down in bed to go to sleep, my feet towards the door. As soon 
as my body had relaxed, I “popped” into an in-between state 
of consciousness, clearly not dreaming, awake, but not fixed 
in an association with the body, yet perceiving as if awake. 

Crash! The door to the room exploded open as if violently 
kicked from behind. There in the doorway was a massive 
darkness, an amorphous, indefinable entity, a dark, churning 
cloud of violent intention, threatening, seeming to peer into 
the room. I was shocked into fear. But even before the fear 
could cause me to act, the entity moved into the room and 
grabbed me by my ankles. 

The overwhelming malevolence of this evil engulfed the 
entire space of the room. My fear surged into terror. I felt the 
tightening pressure of its grip on the flesh of my ankles as it 
began to drag me off the bed. I tried to yell, to scream, to rip 
myself awake, but I couldn’t reach my voice. My terror 
rocketed to a panic that only sudden entrapment and the 
certainty of violent physical mutilation can reveal. And 
then—and then ... as lightly, and as gracefully as a single 
feather of down gently settling to the ground in the calm of 
motionless air, without reaction to the fear, the terror, or the 
panic, I spontaneously remembered the Guru. I remembered 
that I had the mala around my finger. And as I began to 
silently say His name, “Da”—not in reaction to anything, just 
easefully and spontaneously—the experience dissolved and I 
drifted into the usual awake consciousness, becoming aware 
of myself still lying on the bed, now lightly touching the mala 
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and saying Adi Da’s name. Remarkably, there was little 
residual fear in the body, mainly just the memory of the 
experience itself. 

At the time I had no idea how I had been “saved.” But 
several years later I would encounter this being again. And, 
even later, I would personally speak with Adi Da about these 
incidents. 

Not every devotee had the types of experiences I was 
beginning to have; Adi Da said that such experiences often 
merely reflected one’s own tendency to have them. 
Ultimately, He said, experience is never the point, since 
perfect Realization is the transcendence of the “otherness” 
upon which all experience is based. Regardless of experience 
or the pattern of our lives at any time, our responsibility. He 
would say, is simply to turn to Him. 


03* SO 



Love is a freedom for relationship that is based on self 
knowledge. And thus also our relationships are built not 
on simple love, but on a difficult process of mutual 
knowing. And so most of love is not deep feeling 
affection, but a willingness to work in relationship in 
order to exceed our limitations and remain open to 
others. 

—Adi Da 



Kathleen 


N EVER HAVE I BECOME so deeply intimate with another 
person as with Kathleen. Never has a woman been so 
precious to me. Never has it mattered so much to me to love. 
I only wish I had been capable of loving her as much at the 
beginning as I do now. I can never be too grateful to her for 
having persisted with me throughout all these years. 

I once asked Adi Da if there was any reason for a devotee 
to be in an intimate emotional-sexual relationship. He said, 
“If you can’t help yourself, be in relationship; otherwise, be 
celibate.” He has consistently said that neither being sexually 
active nor being celibate is inherently superior in spiritual 
practice, although being celibate and single would make the 
life of practice more simple (if that were one’s disposition). 
Nevertheless, because sexuality is so central to the human 
being it was important to make an intelligent and 
discriminating choice in practice, and then apply right 
discipline. It was the application of right discipline, He said, 
that made one’s choice compatible with spiritual practice— 
not the choice itself. 

Not long after having separated from Rebecca, Rona, one of 
the editors I knew from The Dawn Horse Press, called. 

“Dennis, I have just the right girl for you. Do you want her 
phone number to ask her out on a date?” 

“Hi, Rona. No, Rona. Thanks anyway.” 
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“No, really, you’ve probably seen her. She sings in the 
First Amendment Choir. Red hair, cute. Fier name is 
Kathleen.” 

“Thanks, Rona. No, I don’t recall ever seeing her, and like 
I said, I’m not interested right now.” 

“Dennis. Listen. She doesn’t know you either, but I think 
you’d really like her.” 

“Rona. I said I'm not interested.” 

“Well, . . . what about dinner?” 

“Listen, Rona, you can invite me over for dinner, and if 
this lady is there, fine. But I’m coming over for the meal.” 

“OK. Let’s do it this Saturday. Come over around 6:30.” 

Rona lived in San Rafael, Marin County. It’s only a thirty- 
minute drive north of San Francisco, but a two-hour drive 
south from Lake County. On my drive down for dinner on 
Saturday, I stopped by a local grocery store and bought some 
flowers for her. A wide smile lifted her cheeks when she saw 
them and called out, “Kathleen, Dennis is here. He’s brought 
some flowers for you.” 

“Rona, you invited me for dinner. The flowers are for 
you.” Her persistent enthusiasm both irritated and amused 
me. 

By the time I finished this friendly chastisement, Kathleen 
had joined us. I handed the flowers to Rona. We were both a 
little embarrassed. Rona made the obvious introductions, and, 
despite my intended detachment, I couldn’t help but notice 
Kathleen’s gentleness and her beautiful red hair. And no, I 
hadn’t seen her before. 

At the dinner table sat Rona and her husband, two other 
devotee couples, and Kathleen and I. Rona had prepared a 
simple Italian meal. The wafting warmth and aroma of a 
freshly baked vegetarian lasagna contributed to a relaxed, 
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homey ambiance that allowed for easeful conversation among 
friends. Kathleen and I spoke very little to each other— 
mostly we participated in the others’ conversations. From 
antipasto through salad, vegetarian lasagna with garlic bread, 
and then gelato, we got to know each other via friendly 
eavesdropping and intermittent cross-talk comments. I recall 
enjoying the fineness in the profile of Kathleen’s face— 
especially her nose and lips. She was stunning. As I watched 
her talk, I felt drawn to her, and a warm curiosity took seed. 
You know how the tip of many people’s noses wiggles up 
and down when they speak? For some reason I noticed 
Kathleen’s, and it did that just right. 

Kathleen seemed particularly self-conscious. While sitting 
on the couch, before dinner, she sang softly to herself and 
slightly rocked her body as a way (it seemed to me) to relieve 
her anxiety about this “blind date.” It was ordinary enough, I 
suppose, but I also sensed an unusual fear in her. 

After the meal, because we hadn’t really talked to each 
other at the dinner table, we went for a walk in the 
neighborhood. Leaving the warm Italian mood of the dining 
room, we strolled into the mild evening of Marin County. 
Done with the savory pleasures of food, we now enjoyed the 
sweetly sensuous heady floral perfumes of night blooming 
jasmine and magnolia. In the next while I learned that 
Kathleen had dropped out of a Master’s degree program in 
Psychology to travel with a band as lead singer. After singing 
in nightclubs and lounges for a couple of years, in 1979 she 
came across Adi Da’s teaching while living in Laguna Beach, 
California. She had been married once before. Fler father was 
a Scotsman who had once been a Northern Baptist minister. 
Fler mother had Eastern European heritage. She had four 
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younger siblings, all of whom had become fundamentalist 
Christians. 

Before going back into the house we sat down on the low 
rock wall that enclosed a garden area. This last moment of 
privacy was the opportunity to agree on the answer to our 
friends’ inevitable question: I asked Kathleen, “Well, what do 
you think? Would you like to go out again?” She said yes. 



We soon began dating regularly and a few months later 
were married in a devotee community wedding ceremony. It 
was a wonderfully happy affair in a friend’s home, attended 
by almost everyone we knew in the community. There was, 
however, a certain spiritual caveat to intimate relationships, 
and as a way to remember the temporal quality of existence, 
as well as human love’s place in spiritual life, the devotee 
minister recited the Epilogue from Adi Da’s book. Love of the 
Two-Armed, Form. For us, this passage was an inspirational 
reminder of both the humor and seriousness of our 
relationships. It communicated the essence of all spiritual 
understanding: love God first, realize the inherent nature of 
the Divine first, realize the context of existence first; then life 
can be a profundity of love, humor, and freedom. It also 
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communicated the essence of Adi Da’s teaching as He spoke 
it at the time: there is only God. 

From the Epilogue of Love of the Two-Armecl Form, a free 
rendering [by Bubba Free John] of portions of the Bhagavata 
Purana: 

Your Master speaks: I will tell you a parable of 
ancient understanding. 

Imagine a deer in a garden of flowers, his 
attention caught by a female in the garden. 
Therefore, his senses are swooning in the fragrant 
maze of grazing grass, humming aloud with honey 
bees, where she moves. Thus distracted, he does not 
taste the scent of wolves, that wait ahead of him, 
hungry for blood. Nor does he hear the arrow at his 
back, that kills him at the heart. 

Need I say it? The deer is Man in the ordinary 
way. He is the soul, involved with mind and senses. 
Flimsy passion wanders in the company of thighs. 

But lovers are like flowers. Their blossom is sudden, 
and suddenly it is gone. Attention wanders in the 
garden of the senses. Therefore, Life Itself is spent, in 
payment for exaggerations of taste and touch. But all 
our superficial pleasures and all our moving desires 
are themselves nothing more than the mechanical 
achievements of vagrant attention. A lifetime is 
nothing more than self-illusion, a temporary and 
troubled distraction from the Bliss of Eternal 
Transcendence. 

Consider this well in the lesson of your own 
desiring. Bring the motive of the senses to rest in the 
mind itself. Convert the Current of Life from its 
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worldly course, and surrender bodily, toe to crown. 
When the mind is thus made Full of Life, surrender it 
also, in the Heart. 

Thus Awakened, the true man says: I am amazed! 
This soul, the King of the World and the Master of 
Man, gave itself up to the mind of desires, and thus 
played into the bodily trap for years and years. I 
became nothing more than the pet deer of a childish 
woman. 

I deceived myself. For what is there in common 
between a woman’s body (full of excrement and bad 
smell) and the imagery of flowers, such as fragrant 
purity and eternal beauty, which I attributed to her? I 
saw in her body what I only had in mind. A man thus 
becomes attached to the dying flesh of a woman, 
praising her in his heart: “Oh, how I love this face, 
this shapely nose, this goddess of smiles. ” But, at 
last, what is the difference between a man whose 
principal delight is in a woman’s body—made of skin 
and flesh, blood, fat, nerves, bone, and marrow—and 
a worm that loves to luxuriate in excrement, urine, 
and pus? 

Thus Awakened, the true woman says: O Master, 
what mortal woman Awakened to this understanding 
of Life could surrender herself to any ordinary man, 
who is always meditating on the great fear? The 
Master of the heart is the Domain of every thing 
auspicious and wonderful. Those who surrender to 
the Divine Person are liberated from all experience 
by Transcendental Love. Awakened to my true need, I 
surrender only to You, the Radiant Self of all beings. 
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The body of a mortal man is an odorous corpse. It 
is nothing more than flesh and blood and bones, full 
of excrement, mucus, and wind, held together with a 
little skin and moustache, with nails and hairs from 
head to toe. Only a stupid woman, who has not 
Realized the Bliss of surrender in Your fragrant 
Company, would make a mortal man the Husband of 
her heart. 

Thus Awakened in the garden of the world, the 
lady surrenders to the Master of the heart, Who 
Abides Eternally in Radiant Bliss. In that same 
Eternal Moment, the All-Peryacling Master of Man 
appears simultaneously in the households of all 
devotees. In the form of his own devotees, male and 
female, husbands and wives, who transcend the 
garden of desire through Love-Communion with the 
Living God, the Eternal Master is occupied in all the 
two-armed ordinariness of humanity. 

Another way Adi Da put this was, “Never marry an ‘other’.” 

Committing to both intimate relationship and spiritual life 
was inherently conflicted for me. Having been raised 
Anglican, the examples of serious religious practitioners were 
the celibate monks, nuns, and saints of the Catholic pantheon. 
Jesus himself was the archetypal celibate, even said to have 
been bom of a virgin. Although this conflict between “the 
spirit and the flesh” did not necessarily exist in most of the 
other great esoteric religious and spiritual cultures, such as in 
Judaism, Buddhism, Taoism, and Hinduism, I had certainly 
inherited it, however unconsciously, and it was powerful. 
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Was I honestly serious about spiritual practice if I was in a 
relationship? 

Adi Da’s perspective on this dichotomy was refreshing. 
He said that our problem with sex and spiritual life was a 
culturally inherited problem, and we had to discover the 
problem (that ambivalence, that conflict) in ourselves and 
deal with it, because it had nothing whatsoever to do with real 
spiritual practice, and, more importantly, that subjective 
complication about fundamental bodily life, the yes-no 
ambivalence relative to sex, bodily pleasure, and spirituality, 
was even an impediment to practice. Marrying Kathleen was 
my first conscious foray into this conflict and I wanted to 
proceed with as much clarity as I could. I wanted my life to 
reflect both my understanding and commitment. Thus, after 
the marriage ceremony and before going on our honeymoon, 
I wanted first to go on retreat. 

Right. 

My plan really upset Kathleen. It upset all her friends as 
well. It even raised eyebrows among my men friends. But I 
didn’t care. I was resolute: “God first, sex second.” I suppose, 
in reality, my approach was like praying in advance for the 
sins I was about to commit—my personal style of religious 
idealism—although I didn’t perceive it that way at the time: 

“But Dennis, going on retreat at the Sanctuary is not a 
honeymoon!” Kathleen entreated me. 

“I know it’s not, Kath. We’re going to Mendocino next 
weekend. That’s the honeymoon. But I also want to do this 
first. It’s my way of tangibly saying that our relationship is 
happening in the context of practice.” 

“It's not the same. We’re supposed to go on a honeymoon 
right after the wedding, not wait a week, not go on retreat 
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first. I don’t know why you have to make a difference. Why 
do you have to separate the two?” 

Good question. My logic didn’t make sense to her, or to 
anyone else. However, despite the incomprehensibility of my 
needs, after the wedding we drove up to the Mountain Of 
Attention Sanctuary for a weekend retreat—nothing special, 
just two days of service and meditation. 

Over the next week, the heightened anticipation of going 
away together rivaled that of any newlywed couple. Driving 
up the California coast after work on Friday was itself a 
sensuous prelude: the sun was settling onto the horizon 
through a bright ochre cloud cover; its thick colors of sunset 
mixed with the warm air to form a soothing poultice that 
drew out the previous week’s concerns, dissolving them in 
the vanishing depths of the ocean’s horizon. Our first hours in 
Mendocino were spent in our bed-and-breakfast room in 
rounds of passionate love-making and orgasmic pleasure 
spaced by interludes of fruit and truffles and wine. Having 
thus sufficiently assured ourselves that this was indeed a 
honeymoon, we passed into sleep, intertwined like vines 
suspended in the mist of a tropical forest. 

On Saturday we adventured up the local rivers and canals 
in a rented canoe, then on Sunday we lazily window-shopped 
the local artist galleries before returning home to our new 
apartment in San Rafael. 

It was 1983. The personal computer industry was just 
entering its asymptotic rise, skyrocketing toward its explosion 
into the mass consumer world. Microsoft was edging out 
IBM as the operating system sovereign of the PC. The muscle 
names were IBM, DEC, WANG, HP, Apple, Commodore, 
Microsoft. And vying for the public consumer’s eye was 
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word processing software, for in these early years, it was the 
word processing program that brought the personal computer 
home from the office. Among the early competitors, 
WordStar from MicroPro was blazing its way through the PC 
word processing heavens. 

MicroPro was expanding fast. It was first on the market 
with something that really worked well on the then-limited- 
capacity PC. Its headquarters was in San Rafael, Marin 
County, where there also happened to be a large community 
of Adi Da’s devotees—most all of them young, energetic and 
talented, many already working for the company. The 
international market for personal computers was also 
paralleling its popularity in the US, and MicroPro was just 
opening offices in the UK, France, and Germany. 

I did some part-time contract work for MicroPro, 
translating their computer manuals into French. Learning 
WordStar and DataStar for that job, I came to appreciate the 
PC’s potential and became enthused about the possibilities of 
working in the computer industry, and with MicroPro in 
particular. Seeing that MicroPro had an office in the UK (and 
knowing that Adidam was just establishing a public center in 
London), I thought I could work full-time for MicroPro in the 
US and at some point transfer to their London office. I felt 
that because of my British background and having lived in 
both the UK and Europe, I could be of help to the devotees in 
London. I applied for a full-time job at MicroPro as a 
telephone hotline technical support person, and was hired. 

I told MicroPro Flurnan Resources up front that I was 
interested in eventually working in their London office. 
Without making any promises, they said that eventual transfer 
to the UK was a possibility, depending on company needs. 
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Wearing a headset, tucked away in a four-foot square 
padded cubicle, I answered calls seven hours a day. I enjoyed 
learning the technical details of software necessary to help 
others, and I liked having to exercise the logical thinking and 
linguistic precision necessary to talk someone through a 
computer problem over the phone. I also just plain old liked 
talking to people. With me making good money at MicroPro, 
Kathleen went to work as events coordinator for the local 
Adidarn public center. 

For a devotee, everything about life was meant to be engaged 
as spiritual practice. To those choosing to be in intimate 
emotional-sexual relationships, Adi Da asked the following: 
How is one free in relationship? How does one love without it 
becoming bondage? How can one be committed in 
relationship without unspoken contracts that limit either 
person? The key to that freedom. He said, was vulnerable 
intimacy and feeling-sensitivity to the other. It was His 
observation that in our growing up we had not learned that 
sensitivity, and so now, as adults in intimacies, we had to 
help each other learn it. One aspect of this learning was a 
discipline He summarized with the instruction, “you have to 
let them see the blood.” It characterized a period of our 
relational discipline in the beginning. 

“Let them see the blood” was a discipline whereby we 
obliged ourselves to confess to the other how we felt anytime 
we reacted to the other with a sense of being hurt, belittled, 
criticized, derided, mocked, negatively judged, and so on. 
The discipline of the one who felt hurt was to confess that 
feeling and to not blame, retaliate, or punish. It was the 
other’s obligation to simply listen and not react or try to 
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defend or justify one’s self, or point out si mi lar shortcomings 
in the other. 

Sometimes helping each other “see the blood” also meant 
helping the other become sensitive to how he or she actually 
“went for the blood” through non-verbal or otherwise 
subliminal communications. Thus, we also agreed to not let 
the slightest, even most miniscule, sense of anger, 
deprecation, belittlement, criticism, derision, sarcasm, 
negative innuendo, withholding, or avoidance go 
uncommented upon. Not the slightest. 

“What’s that funny smile about, Dennis? What are you 
thinking about me when you do that—that you’re superior to 
me? That I’m dumb or something? Why are you leaving just 
when I’m getting emotional? Why aren’t you talking to me? 
Why are you just being a lump?” 

“What was that, Kathleen? What was that little roll you 
did with your eyes? What was that look? You’re calling me 
names in your head. Say it out loud.” 

Willing to risk sounding like the ninny-ninny complaining 
of a post-honeymoon couple finding themselves in an 
unfulfilling relationship, or like the annoying bickering 
between a man and a woman each venting their anger at the 
other in ceaseless subdued accusations, we took on the 
discipline. “Let them see the blood” ran us through the 
gauntlet of self-revelation and fear of rejection. It was a 
doorway to a new level of our human emotions. If we 
survived, the reward would be a profundity of compassion 
and depth in relationship. If we balked, the consequence 
would mean a retreat into the superficiality of silent (resigned 
or aggressive) coping—the slow death—which, more than 
anything else, terrified us; and which neither of us could 
accept. However difficult the total emotional-sexual 
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discipline, including “let them see the blood”, was initially— 
and it was both awkward and difficult—because of its 
requirement for self-transcendence, it ultimately became a 
generator of compassionate love and humor between us. We 
did it. And we survived. We had begun the “work” of love, 
and over time it became the foundation of a natural 
intelligence in relationship. 

During this time we also became aware of Adi Da’s 
perspective on promiscuity in relationship. He had observed 
that fundamentally both men and women were “universal 
desirers.” Every man essentially wanted sex with all women; 
women wanted the same and also wanted to be adored by all 
men. For devotees in relationship, then (on the basis of 
knowing this about themselves), Adi Da’s instruction was to 
consciously invest that energy of sexual attention in one 
person, our chosen intimate. Promiscuity was any attention 
whatsoever (except for handling some practical matter) going 
to someone of the opposite sex (or whichever sex one had 
sexual attention for) other than our intimate. Promiscuity was 
a symptom of not bringing enough attention to one’s own 
intimate, not being focused in the intimacy, not fully loving 
in it. Therefore, the cure for promiscuity was to bring more 
intention and intensity into our present intimate relationship. 
There was no hiding. 

But isn’t our universal desiring more or less common 
knowledge? The stand-up comedian Chris Rock even did a 
routine about it, something like this: 

“Ladies, whenever a man is being nice to you, he isn’t 
really being nice to you. No. What he’s really doing is 
saying ‘Hey, can I open this door for you ... want some 
dickT or ‘Hey, can I help you with that shopping ... 
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want some dickT That’s right. Anytime . A-ny-time. 

Like ‘Pardon me ma’am, could you tell me the time? 

And, by the way, do you want some dick 

I always liked the analogy Adi Da used to explain this 
discipline to us. He said that whereas in the past and in other 
traditions one might go away alone to a cave to meditate and 
attempt to realize God, in Adidam, if one wasn’t a single 
celibate, then relationship (at least at the beginning) was that 
cave where you were kept focused in the process of self¬ 
transcendence. This discipline assured you stayed in it. 

A young woman sat across the aisle from me at work, our 
desks in view of each other most of the day. Her spunkiness 
was entertaining and sometimes we would talk at lunch or 
while on break. All of that may have been fine, except I knew 
the quality I sometimes brought to my interaction with her 
carried a range of sexual subtleties—the casual looking for 
hits of sexual energy—that crossed the line from common 
friendliness into promiscuity. 

One day Kathleen picked me up from work. As I was 
getting into the car this woman looked over at us and called 
out “good-night”, we did the same, then, smiling, she 
nonchalantly flipped me off with her middle finger. I was 
aghast. I looked at Kathleen. Without having to say anything. 
Her face communicated everything: hurt and disappointment. 
I knew what she was thinking: What had Dennis been up to 
with this woman that she felt free to be so casual with him? 
This woman’s adolescent cleverness had said it all. Maybe it 
was even her way to let Kathleen know that I had been 
flirting with her. Whatever her intention, it was obvious that I 
had betrayed Kathleen’s trust and had abandoned my 
discipline in practice. We had to talk. 
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I told Kathleen what had been going on. She told me what 
it was like for her to see this woman relate to me that way, 
how it hurt to know I had been doing something casual with 
this woman and allowing myself to withdraw from her. If she 
was going to be vulnerable to me, she said, she needed my 
help; she needed me to be trustworthy. We needed each 
other’s help. 

As small an incident as this was, it had enormous 
significance for me. It demonstrated what was required in this 
discipline, and showed it to be a total life discipline. I felt 
how promiscuity and fidelity were no small matters, and I 
returned to the discipline with clarity. Any time I noticed 
myself looking at other women’s bodies, or wanting to 
engage another woman in miscellaneous or casual 
conversation, I knew I had not been bringing sufficient 
attention to Kathleen and so I would change by bringing her 
little gifts, complimenting her, kidding with her, and doing 
other things with her. I marveled at both the simplicity and 
effectiveness of this discipline. The incident helped me feel 
how love is a real, nitty-gritty, no-fantasy process of self¬ 
transcendence in relationship. And, over time, I became 
unwilling to pay the price of emotional superficiality and loss 
of trust simply for a moment of another woman’s attention. 
Moreover, to casually disregard one of Adi Da’s instructions, 
to “let myself off the hook” as He would say, was to also 
betray my commitment to Him as my Spiritual Master. My 
commitment to Him and my commitment to Kathleen were 
essentially and in effect one and the same. To abandon the 
discipline was to desensitize myself to love altogether, and, in 
relationship to Adi Da in particular, to also desensitize myself 
to Him Spiritually. The cost of betrayal, humanly and 
Spiritually, was way, way too much. 
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Generally speaking, casual indulgence in emotional- 
sexual distraction is part of the inability to deeply enter 
into the sex act. Where you are disabled sexually, you 
become dissatisfied. You are just interested in 
everybody. Your dissatisfaction is expressed as an 
interest in everybody, because you can never “get it on”, 
you can never deal with it. It is never enough. It is never 
“it”. There may be reasons to “consider” entering into a 
different relationship, but the fundamental reason for the 
bondage of sexual seeking is simply this: You are not 
capable of fulfilling your sexual impulse. 

You must understand this, and grow beyond your 
superficiality. Relative to that aspect of your practice, 
you simply have to go through what you have to go 
through, in real (culturally accountable) “consideration” 
in the intimate context. Go through what you have to go 
through in order to go beyond your superficiality and 
enter into an in-depth and truly Yogic emotional-sexual 
practice. By “going through”, I do not mean doing 
whatever you please—I mean dealing with yourself. 

{Always Enact Fidelity To Me, p. 276) 


After about six months at MicroPro I felt it was time to 
transfer to London. Several of my friends were already in 
London, forming the first UK devotee community. (Around 
this same time, devotees had acquired Naitauba Island in Fiji 
for Adi Da to establish hermitage there.) I asked my 
department manager about a transfer. His reply was a hugely 
upset “No!” I hadn’t a clue why he was so adamant, but he 
certainly was. He allowed that perhaps it would be all right to 










Kathleen I 81 


ask again in another six months. My heart sank. But I also 
knew that now was time for me to go to London in order to 
help the newly developing devotee community. Clearly, it 
would take more than my one-person intent to have this 
transfer happen. 

I invited a group of my devotee friends together to do the 
devotional prayer of changes for the transfer to London. The 
plan was to meditate together one morning and do the prayer 
of changes immediately afterwards. There were about six of 
us in the small meditation hall in my house that day. The hall 
itself was nothing special—just a twelve-foot by fifteen-foot 
carpeted room that had been darkened by sealing off the 
windows. At one end of the room was the gently lit photo of 
Adi Da we used for meditative contemplation. 

To begin the prayer, I made a statement about its puipose: 
“Radiant Da, we call upon Your Grace in offering this 
devotional prayer of changes for the sake of your devotee 
Dennis’s transfer to London with MicroPro so that he may 
serve You there. We release any sense of limitation or 
problem with this happening quickly and altogether 
auspiciously.” This intention stated, we simply sat quietly, 
visualized the desired transfer, invoked Adi Da by silently 
saying His name, “Da”, and released, through the exhaled 
breath, any doubts about it being able to happen. Adi Da’s 
instruction was that regardless of the change we were 
“praying” for, the principle and fundamental “action” of the 
prayer was self-transcending communion with Him. The 
change itself (if, or however, it would occur) was “God’s 
business”, not ours. 

Within two or three minutes of finishing the statement and 
engaging the process, it suddenly felt like the ceiling of the 
room had lifted off and let in a massive downdraft. I felt as if 
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a wind, pouring in through the top of the room, had engulfed 
me and was pressing against the front of my body as it flowed 
through. As the “wind” continued, my sense of self seemed to 
loosen and I was drawn into a deep feeling connection to Adi 
Da that was both happy and radiant. 

The experience lasted for only a minute or two. We stayed 
in the hall for a short while longer, then all got up and left. 
Outside, we looked at each other, each asking if the others 
had felt the same phenomena. And, yes, smiling from a sense 
of awe, we each confirmed having experienced the same 
sense of the ceiling opening up and the wind-like force 
coming down into the room. For us, the “wind” was a 
manifestation of Adi Da’s Spirit Presence, mysteriously 
responsive to our invocation. We knew that very soon an 
indication of the prayer’s effectiveness would manifest. 

For the next two days at work I didn’t see my department 
manager. Then, on the second day, at a lunch meeting of the 
department, we were introduced to our new manager! The 
other manager had been transferred! At the end of the day I 
sought out the new manager, introduced myself, and told him 
of my desire to transfer to London. Fie had absolutely no 
problem with it and told me to go ahead and apply. Within 
ten weeks I was setting up my desk in MicroPro’s 
Wimbledon office, in the southwest of London, having had 
all Kathleen’s and my travel and relocation expenses paid for 
by the company. I remember looking at my watch on the 
evening of February 17, 1984 as the plane rolled out onto the 
active runway at San Francisco International to carry us to 
London: it was 4:40 p.m., the exact time of the full moon—an 
auspicious sign and confirmation of the rightness of this 
movement in our attraction to Adi Da. 
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The (Apparent) personal body-mind-complex Is Directly 
Affected or Changed By alf conditional events (or The 
Total Cosmic Manclala Of Beings, forms, Processes, and 
things). 

Likewise, the (Apparent) individual psycho-physical 
person Can (At Least To A Significant Degree—and 
Even, Potentially, To The Fullest Degree—Whether 
Immediately Or Over a longer, or even an indefinite, 
period of time) Serve To Directly Affect and Even 
Change all personal conditions and even all conditions. 
Universally. 

In Order To Do This, the individual psycho-physical 
person Must Pray. 

[...] the Apparent individual (or Separate psycho¬ 
physical person) Cannot, By ego-Efforts (or in and of 
himself or herself), Directly Affect and Change any or 
all conditions, Universally — but, By Consistently 
Surrendering the ego- “I”, and By Rightly Changing the 
mind and the body, and By Consistently Maintaining the 
Rightly Changed form (or forms) of mind and body, My 
Devotee Can (By Means Of My Avatarically Self- 
Transmitted Divine Grace) Serve Me, and Cooperate 
With Me, and Surrender all beings, forms, processes, 
and things To Me. 

{The Sacred Space of Finding Me, pp. 224-225) 










London 


L IFE IN LONDON felt real to me. It had a certain rawness 
to it. I had always found the idealized consumerism of 
the United States numbing, and the propagandized sense of 
independent, even isolated, national stability (economic, 
political, and environmental) frightening, if not dangerous. 
Here, I appreciated the universally acknowledged hard fact of 
life: everyone is dependent on everyone else. 

My weekdays were taken up at MicroPro, my evenings 
spent co-leading Adidam education classes at our home. 
Since we lived in north London and I worked in Wimbledon, 
I had a three-hour commute. I didn’t mind it, though, since 
travel on the underground, train and bus gave me plenty of 
time to study Adi Da’s teaching. 

While much of my attention was on work, the main focus 
of the new devotee community was on establishing a public 
bookstore and center in downtown London. We soon found 
and leased a street-level location with basement on Poland 
Street, and for the following three months concentrated all 
our spare time refurbishing it. The culminating event of the 
project was to be the empowerment of the basement 
meditation hall. It would be the first time I had ever 
participated in such an event—an event that became a further 
education for me about the spiritual reality and Adi Da’s 
relationship to it. 
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To empower the meditation hall meant we would bring 
into the room sacred objects especially blessed by Adi Da for 
the center and install them there in a sacred ceremony called a 
puja. Puja simply means a sacred ceremony for invoking the 
Divine via whatever type of action. There are all types of 
puja: blessing pujas. healing pujas, cleaning pujas, etc. This 
was an empowerment puja. Someone doing a puja is called a 
“pujarist,” or sometimes simply a “priest.” 

The sacred objects for this empowerment had been blessed 
either by Adi Da’s direct touch or by having been kept in 
proximity to His body. There were two, (1) a large 
photograph of Adi Da, called a murti , taken when He was in 
the mode of transmitting His blessing-force, and (2) a 
walking staff especially empowered by Adi Da (who was 
now living on Naitauba in Fiji) and brought by another 
European devotee to London for the new Center. 

We had kept the murti photograph and staff in the 
meditation hall where we lived, and, now that the meditation 
hall in the Center was ready (including a chair for the murti, 
prepared as if Adi Da were to sit in it, and a stand for the 
staff), we were going to bring them there. The ceremony was 
to be very simple: the murti and staff would be brought to the 
Center in a car from our home; the murti ceremonially placed 
on the chair in the meditation hall; the staff placed in its 
stand. My participation was to meet the car at the Center, 
receive the walking staff, take it downstairs into the room and 
hold it until the time of its formal placement in its stand by 
one of the devotee pujarists. 

Everyone eagerly anticipated this event. Done rightly, 
devotees knew it was much more than a mere ceremony. It 
was a profound invocation of Adi Da and entrance into a 
primal Spiritual space with Him. 
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As devotees were gathered and chanting in the new 
Center’s meditation hall, I and a couple of other devotees 
waited outside for the car. When it arrived, first the rnurti of 
Adi Da was passed out. Once it was on its way in, the 
walking staff was extended from the car for me to take. 
Gripping the staff with both hands to securely carry it, I was 
surprised by a flow of strong, vibratory, electric-like current 
from the staff into both my arms, then to my chest. I felt like I 
had just grabbed onto live 220V electrical wires! Rather than 
shocking me, though, it was filling me with an uncontainable 
vibrating pleasure. The flow was constant, deep, and broad. 
Other than that one time in California many years ago when I 
felt the Spiritual Transmission coming from Adi Da’s murti 
photograph in my friend’s meditation hall, I had never 
experienced His Spirit energy coming through an empowered 
object. I had heard about it, but until this moment such 
accounts were more like fairy tales to me. But there I was, 
standing on a sidewalk just off Oxford Street in London, 
being drawn into a mystery of divine workings likely few 
today would believe, but which, I now knew, was one of the 
living truths within the heart and origin of all spiritual paths. 

I carried the staff into the meditation hall and took my seat 
in the front area. Devotees were either chanting or reciting 
Adi Da’s teaching aloud; and for the next twenty minutes 
while I held the staff, this vibratory force continually flowed 
into me, filling my chest and opening my heart in waves of 
joy and bodily pleasure. Once I passed the staff to the priest 
the sense of forceful vibration in the body slowly dissipated; I 
remained, however, bodily open and sensitive for quite a 
while. 

One of the British devotees later told me that when Adi 
Da’s murti was placed on the chair, he saw Adi Da walk in 
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and sit down in the place of the murti and remain there for the 
length of the empowerment ceremony. He was dumbfounded, 
he said, by the tangibility of the experience; it was as if he 
were literally seeing Adi Da physically present. This man was 
a Ph.D. metallurgist who had previously never had a single 
spiritual experience. He couldn’t even recall ever having had 
a dream! 

Adi Da once gave a talk we entitled Don’t You Think if 
You were really Being Religious You ’d Be Seeing Things by 
now? It was a tongue-in-cheek, though serious, address to 
devotees’ concern for spiritual experience. Like me, many 
devotees could become fascinated by spiritual experiences 
and even seek them as a means to confirm some sort of 
“spiritual progress.” Adi Da always criticized this motive in 
us, saying, “You are already having an experience—this 
one—but you want something more glamorous to distract 
you. But the practice has nothing to do with experience. The 
practice is turning your attention to Me.” Turning attention to 
Him was to turn our attention to the non-separate Reality He 
was and to participate in That; it was to forget the 
presumption of separate self. He allowed that experiences 
could inspire us to more profound practice and that they were 
possible signs of psycho-physical purification, but, except for 
certain unique spiritual signs, they meant absolutely 
nothing—they were simply part of the body-mind’s inherent 
potential for experience. 

I was inspired. Each new experience opened my eyes to a 
greater reality. Each new experience validated the primal 
longing in my heart for unfathomed depth. And the 
progression of my experiencing, spontaneously happening 
simply as paid of my devotional relationship to Adi Da, was 
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showing Him to be the truth of both that reality and that 
depth. 

During 1984 there were what devotees called “worldwide 
sittings.” Everywhere around the world, in all the centers and 
meditation halls of community houses, devotees would gather 
at the same moment and sit in meditation for an hour while 
on Naitauba Adi Da sat with devotees there. This was a 
remarkable time for most devotees in that many spoke of how 
they felt Adi Da entering into their own room and felt His 
Spiritual Presence particularly strongly during these 
occasions. I didn’t have such experiences during the sittings. 
Nevertheless, I felt Adi Da’s influence at other times and in 
other ways. 

During one evening meditation I felt myself spontaneously 
drifted into another plane of existence. I was clearly awake, 
just not associated with body-consciousness. The realm was 
completely indefinable, without noticeable light, but not 
heavy or somber. I could sense a multitude of presences in 
this realm, though nothing was visible. The entire realm was 
filled with an all-pervading love, and it seemed to be filled 
with sound as well, although it wasn’t a physical sound. The 
sound was inherent in this indefinable realm comprised of all 
the presences there, and it was a joyous sound, a praising of 
the Guru, Adi Da. I seemed to float in this love and sound for 
some time, then gradually re-associate with body- 
consciousness as the meditation period ended. The experience 
confirmed for me what I had heard and read regarding the 
existence of such subtle places. But what impressed me most 
was the “inherent” quality of both the joy and the sound, and 
how that joy and sound seemed intimately associated with 
Adi Da Himself. 
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On another occasion, I had been doing a weekend retreat 
at home and had just finished studying. I was writing in my 
diary about something I had just observed, something 
revealing about myself, about how I was generating my own 
anxiety in relationships and in practice altogether. In that 
observation I became spontaneously relaxed and was now 
simply, without much thought, making a journal entry. 

As I was writing I became aware of a sensation like a 
warm, thick liquid being poured over my head. It wasn’t just 
pouring down onto my head, however, it was also flowing 
into my head, filling it, and then in pleasurable flows moving 
down into the rest of the body. 

This sensation, completely tangible as something entering 
the body from the outside and above, was more than just a 
sensation, though. I felt as if I were being lovingly embraced 
from the inside out, one cell at a time, each cell of the body— 
not just filled, but embraced. Even more than that, I was 
being embraced by a clearly distinguishable personality. Even 
though this was the first time I had ever experienced anything 
like this, I recognized the embrace as the person or 
personality of Adi Da Himself. How this was so self-evident I 
cannot say, but it was immediately and clearly so, prior to any 
thinking about it. It was the most intimate and personal 
feeling I had ever had. The full process of this infusion and 
then its dissipation went on for about ten minutes. 

The experience changed my life irrevocably. I now knew 
Adi Da not just as spiritual transmitter, I knew Him as 
tangible Spiritual Presence, personal and intimate. To know 
Adi Da as Spiritual Presence moved me into a deeper sense of 
the mystery and wonder of the relationship to Him. And that 
mystery and wonder further undermined the paid of the mind 
that seemed to insist on a linear, cause-and-effect nature for 
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the world; moreover, the arbitrariness of time and space 
became an indelible knowledge in the body itself. 

Two years later I had the opportunity to speak to Adi Da 
about this experience. He responded by commenting on how I 
was so moved by the feeling of personal intimacy, then He 
said, “That’s why I say, [the way is relationship to Me as] the 
‘Divine Person’.” 


The Only Liberating Discovery Is That My Divine 
Avataric Transcendental Spiritual Presence Is Real — 
Able To Be Tangibly “Located” and “Known” Under 
any and all circumstances. 

No Form Of Imagining My Divine Avataric 
Transcendental Spiritual Presence—or Of Merely 
Manipulating Yourself To Seemingly “Experience ” My 
Divine Avataric Transcendental Spiritual Presence — Is, 
Ultimately, Satisfying. 

The Only True Satisfaction In life Is The Searchless 
Beholding Of Me (In and Ay My Divinely-Avatarically- 
Born Bodily Human Divine Form and Person) and, In 
The Midst Of That Beholding, The Noticing Of My 
Divine Avataric Transcendental Spiritual Presence 
Tangibly Moving Upon You in Your Real 
“Experience ”. 

Such Is The Great and Liberating Discovery, 

Everything Else Is temporary, conditional, ego- 
Based, and Dis-Heartening. 

Only The Discovery Of The Tangible Reality Of That 
Which Is Divine Is Heartening and Liberating and 
Satisfactory. 

(Recognition of Me Is Liberation, p. 179) 
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GURU HIT BY SEX-SLAVE SUIT! Oh my God! It was 
April, 1985. These words about Adi Da had just headlined 
The San Francisco Examiner and The Mill Valley Record. 
We were advised to be prepared for reporters possibly 
coming to our new London center. Be ready for the tabloids! 
One of the British devotees should field their questions. 
But—the media storm never happened. Not in England. A 
couple of reporters did come, but nothing much was made of 
it—a one-time repeat of the American stories, then nothing. 

In America though, the story was kept alive. It even made 
two segments on the national television program The Today 
Show. When Kathleen and I returned to California for retreat 
in June, we found out what had happened: a lawsuit had been 
filed by the former wife of one of my friends, and another suit 
had been filed by a man (also a former devotee) whom I also 
knew pretty well. From what I read in the papers, and from 
what I knew of these people and their involvement with Adi 
Da, I couldn’t make sense of their allegations. None of what 
they said was paid of my experience with Him, or within the 
Adidam community. I had heard about most of the things 
they spoke about, but I felt that their difficulty was mainly 
with their friends, not Adi Da. In fact, the primary lawsuit 
against Him was dismissed by the Marin County Superior 
Court. In order to avoid the tremendous expense of further 
legal procedures, the entire affair was settled out of court. 

Nevertheless, the newspapers and TV did whatever they 
could to capitalize on the public’s negative suspicion of non- 
traditional religions and to deride Adi Da in the public 
spotlight. It was painful. It ripped our emotions apart: our 
dearest Beloved was being sensationalistically abused on the 
cover of San Francisco’s major newspaper and on America’s 
number one television talk show. 
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Our public relations consultant advised us to do nothing 
and just let the story disappear, but we couldn’t help 
ourselves. We tried to counter the accusations through TV 
interviews of our own, but the media edited everything to 
only further vilify Adi Da and make us look like 
unreasonable brainwashed “cultic” followers. We stopped. 

So there He was, Adi Da, publicly attacked in the papers 
and on TV, and we, as a collective of devotees, were unable 
to protect Him. In a few months it all passed, but the wounds 
in us, and in Adi Da, were wide and deep. 

In July, after a three-week retreat at the Sanctuary, 
Kathleen and I returned to London. 

On January 11, 1986, Fiji time, Adi Da underwent one of the 
most significant yogic events of His life, which we now refer 
to as His “Divine Self-Emergence.” Associated with the 
extreme frustration of devotees not truly understanding who 
He was, and therefore not responding with the depth of 
practice necessary to receive the fullness of His Spiritual 
Transmission, He spontaneously fell into a yogic swoon the 
depth of which had much of the appearance of physical death. 
He recovered from the swoon, but only later, in the Spring, 
when Adi Da left Fiji to return to California, would we learn 
of this event and its significance as marking the end of what 
He described as His years of teaching us through His 
submission to appear in our likeness. He also described it as 
marking the beginning of His world blessing work. It would 
also signal a magnification of His Spiritual Presence being 
universally felt. 

Completely unaware of the events in hermitage, out of 
nowhere, beginning in the early months of 1986, while 
simply sitting at my desk at work doing my job, bubbling 
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waves of happiness associated with thoughts of Adi Da would 
suddenly appeal - in my body and rise to swell my chest into a 
joyous fullness. At lunchtime, I would take wa lk s to the 
nearby commons and just sit on a bench, watching the 
children and birds, in order to relax into the joy and 
contemplation of Him that was spontaneously happening. 

At the same time, I now somehow felt free to live in 
hermitage with Adi Da. It was odd, because I hadn’t 
previously felt any reservation about living with Him; living 
with Him in hermitage hadn’t even come up as a conscious 
desire before. It was only in contrast to the way I now felt 
that I could tell some level of personal obstruction had been 
dissolved. I began speaking to Kathleen about this feeling and 
my desire. She understood, and agreed it was a good time to 
leave London and make ourselves available for more direct 
service to Him. We let our friends know, and within two 
weeks we were asked to move to the Hawaiian sanctuary, 
then called Tumomama, on Kauai, and help care for it. 

That week I gave notice at MicroPro. Three weeks later, in 
early May, Kathleen and I were at the Mountain Of Attention 
Sanctuary en route to Hawaii. Our two years in London had 
been a time of deepening understanding of Adi Da, and of 
increasing attraction to Him personally. We were now being 
moved to a more direct relationship to Him, and, without any 
way to know in advance, my heart’s deepest longing was 
about to be fulfilled. 





The Invitation 


W ITHIN ONLY A FEW DAYS OF OUR ARRIVAL at the 
Mountain Of Attention, Adi Da decided to leave Fiji. 
Whereas before this time He had always worked intensively 
with a small group of devotees, intent on creating a spiritual 
renunciate order as the cultural core of Adidam, He now said 
His work was about universal Blessing. His departure from 
Naitauba marked an intended blessing trip to His sanctuaries 
and ashrams and significant holy sites around the world. 
Kathleen and I were asked to stay at the Mountain Of 
Attention rather than to go on to Hawaii at this time so that 
we could serve the needs of His stay in California. We 
agreed, and I helped out with the technical side of 
communications. 

Adi Da arrived at the Mountain Of Attention on May 15, 
1986. He was still on a juice fast He had begun forty days 
earlier. Physically He was very thin, almost drawn, but 
nevertheless strong, healthy, and visibly radiant. Everything 
He wore was the traditional Indian color of renunciation: 
orange. 

For the previous couple of months on Naitauba, Adi Da 
had been considering with devotees there the most direct 
process of realization and renunciation. (He had Himself 
assumed the title of “swami” and the name “Love-Ananda,” 
which the Indian saint and Guru Swami Muktananda had 
given Him in 1969.) Now, in California, He was bringing this 



96 iLove’s Sacrifice 


consideration to all devotees, face-to-face. He was looking 
for devotees willing to embrace the most direct form of 
spiritual practice in Adidam and likewise willing to assume 
the renunciate lifestyle supportive of that practice. Few were 
ready, but many of us fried. 

Inspired by Adi Da’s calling, we went on an all-raw diet, 
became celibate, limited sleep to five hours per night, and 
meditated three times a day for a total of about four hours of 
daily meditation. Many were invited to personally sit with 
Him for the morning meditation. (Although I assumed all the 
supportive practices, I was not part of this first group sitting 
in meditation with Him.) In addition to the hours of 
meditation and special study required, we still had all our 
regular - , and extra, service to do. In reality, devotees engaging 
this were able to manage only three or four hours of sleep a 
night. 

For those at the time sensitive to Adi Da’s Spiritual 
Transmission, this period was one of the most revelatory and 
miraculous they had ever experienced. They spontaneously 
received His initiation into the state of Consciousness Itself 
(ultimate spiritual realization in some traditions), and many 
lived in that condition constantly. It was like the Garbage and 
the Goddess period of 1974 when, to make a teaching point, 
for a time, Adi Da generated and lived more (generally) 
“mystical”-type experiences in His devotees; now, instructing 
devotees about what He called the “Perfect Practice,” He was 
generating and living the condition of Consciousness in them. 

For others, though, including myself, not experiencing His 
initiation, this period was one of the most frustrating. In 
contrast to my excitement about Adi Da being there and 
seeing Him around the Sanctuary and helping serve Him, 
because I wasn’t part of the initial group meditating with 
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Him, I felt like everything I had ever truly wanted was 
passing me by. I was devastated. At the end of each day, 
lying in bed before going to sleep. I'd cry. 

Whichever you were, though— participating in Adi Da’s 
revelation of Consciousness Itself, or fixed in your own 
mind—almost no one was able to sustain the intensity of the 
practice on such little sleep. This extraordinary experiment 
ended after about two months amidst the sometimes heard 
exhausted, yet humorous, lament of “I don’t care about not 
having sex. I don’t even care about having to eat all raw food. 
But I just have to sleep!” 

Still, it was during this time that I made my first truly 
intimate contact with Adi Da as Master. It was a simple 
interaction, but one that forespoke my eventual living in 
service to Him as one of His hermitage residents. On this 
particular afternoon He had called for everyone at the 
Mountain Of Attention, about fifty of us, to immediately 
come to the Pavilion. I was one of the first to arrive. He had 
come in only moments before me. I sat down in what would 
be the front row, about eight feet from Him. The shotgun 
microphone used to record Him was on a small floor stand 
near His chair, slightly off to one side. It needed to be 
centered. Noticing it was out of place, without thought or 
hesitation, wanting to make it right for Him, I moved to 
position it properly. Synchronous with my movement, Adi Da 
gestured for me to reposition it. In that event, that unspoken 
simultaneity of direction and response, I felt a bond, a 
suddenness of connection with Him, deep in the heart, like a 
fine thread spontaneously condensing out of the space 
between us, that confirmed my inherent relationship to Him 
as devotee-servant. 
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He had called everyone together to witness His granting of 
sannyasa dikslm to some of the renunciates who had traveled 
with Him from Naitauba. The granting of sannyasa diksha 
meant that He was acknowledging these devotees as having 
profoundly understood who He was, that they were capable 
of deepest Spiritual communion with Him, and that they had 
clearly given their lives over to Him as Master in order to 
Realize. They were becoming formal sannyasin, spiritual 
renunciates. For me, this was an archetypal moment of 
indescribable profundity. 

There was one man, Jed, with whom I especially 
identified. When Adi Da called him up, he began speaking, 
full of emotion, “Beloved Lord, You are my family. You are 
all that I care about in this life. I never thought that such an 
ordinary person as I am, coming to You so unprepared and 
unqualified, not really knowing what spiritual life was about, 
just being attracted to You, could ever know the profundity of 
Consciousness that You have shown me. I could never have 
imagined what that was, but now I know You are That . . .” 
and in tears of devotion he blubbered his praise for Adi Da. 
When Jed finished, Adi Da called him closer, cupped the 
back of Jed’s head with His left hand then, with His right 
thumb, pressed onto the center of Jed’s forehead the 
traditional sign of sannyas : a vertical red stroke of kum-kum. 

Watching and listening to Jed speak, I was moved to tears. 
It meant that spiritual profundity was possible, even for me. 

After the occasion, Kathleen told me she had witnessed 
my interaction with Adi Da at the beginning. She said she had 
been touched by both the simplicity and rightness of my 
relationship to Him, as well as by His embracing regard for 
me. For her, too, it foretold the nature and directness of our 
lives with Him. 
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On June 21, 1986, Adi Da traveled from the Mountain Of 
Attention to New York City and then on to England and 
Europe. During His travels I remained at the Mountain Of 
Attention, living on His schedule. While He was asleep, I and 
a group of others researched places and museums of 
significant religious, spiritual, or cultural import in His area. 
We would then pass this information on to the group 
traveling with Him. While He was awake, we were on 
standby to answer any questions and/or come up with 
alternative suggestions. Everyone associated with Him was 
serving essentially around the clock. It seemed that serving 
Adi Da directly, especially when He traveled, was always like 
this. He had limitless energy. Moreover, He was still on the 
juice fast He had begun on Naitauba more than three months 
previous (and which He only ended the first week in July). 

By the end of July, financial support for His travel had run 
out and devotees’ service to Him had become chaotic and 
ineffective. In response to these conditions, which obviously 
limited His continued travel and blessing work. He moved 
into a small apartment associated with the Amsterdam 
Adidam bookstore. After a week, on August 2, 1986, seeing 
that the situation was not going to change, He returned to 
Naitauba. 

Once back in hermitage, to address the demonstration of 
the devotees who had been serving Him and who had not 
maintained their renunciate practice, Adi Da started sending 
some away. Moreover, He said that because of devotees’ 
failures in practice, the spiritual laws of the relationship 
between Guru and devotee required that He isolate Himself 
from us. This was never a positive situation, and He would 
often say He felt as if His “work were coming to an end.’’ In 
these earlier years He emphasized the relational foundation of 
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His teaching by saying, “I have come to live with my 
devotees.” So when He couldn’t, nothing seemed right. 

I had no idea what to make of the situation. All I knew 
was that to keep up with Him, to match His intensity and 
inexhaustible energy for more that a few weeks, seemed to 
require a lot more than any individual devotee or group of us 
could manage. I presumed that with Adi Da back in Fiji, 
Kathleen and I would continue on to Tumomama. 

However, with devotees leaving Naitauba, replacements 
were needed. Because of my job with MicroPro I was up-to- 
date with personal computer technology in both word 
processing and communications. I also had editing and 
publishing experience. Having just done communications for 
Adi Da’s travel I was now known to the cultural and 
management folks. Kathleen had top-notch administrative 
and word processing skills. Together, she and I were a perfect 
match for the service needs in hermitage. We were asked to 
go to Fiji to serve Adi Da’s editorial and communications 
needs there, rather than go to Hawaii. 

The possibility of being able to live in hermitage with Adi 
Da was both exciting and humbling. More than anything, 
though, being able to live with Him at His hermitage was the 
materialization in life of everything I had come to feel while 
in London and begun to enact at the Mountain Of Attention: 
beyond my own ability to understand, an unfathomable 
intimacy existed with Adi Da that was the essence of my life. 
In hermitage, I would be able to live that intimacy. 

To be eligible to live in hermitage one had to be practicing 
at “Level 3.” That meant we had to be fully receiving Adi 
Da’s Spiritual descent and be regularly participating in His 
Spiritual Transmission during meditation. I understood what 
that meant because I had had an occasional experience of it. I 
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also knew I wasn’t truly demonstrating consistent Level 3 
practice. But more staff were needed for hermitage and there 
were very few devotees at the time whose life circumstance 
gave them the freedom to live in Fiji and who had the service 
skills needed. 

Before we could be approved to go to hermitage, Kathleen 
and I each had to have a combined residency and practice 
level transition interview. The night before my interview, 
during meditation, I was spontaneously overwhelmed by Adi 
Da’s Spiritual descent. It was a vibrant force of radiant 
energy and personality suddenly pouring down from above, 
through my head and into my body, straightening it up, filling 
it and swooning it at the same time. It was clearly His 
blessing. Feeling so deeply intimate with Him again, I was 
relieved of much of my anxiety about whether or not I would 
go to hermitage. I hoped, though, that this experience marked 
the coincidence of my desire to live with Him and the 
rightness of it happening at this time. 

The next day, toward the end of a cordial but otherwise 
unremarkable residency interview, I could sense the 
interviewers’ relief as I described the invasion of Adi Da’s 
Spiritual Presence in the previous night’s meditation. When I 
finished, they turned to each other and said, simultaneously, 
“That’s Level 3!” and sent me packing for the next available 
flight to Fiji. 

I knew I wasn’t actually a Level 3 spiritual practitioner. So 
did they. But proper service to Adi Da took priority. And 
maybe I would quickly grow in practice once there. In any 
case, I felt blessed to come to my Guru. Kathleen and I were 
now on our way to Naitauba, allowing ourselves to be earned 
by the mysterious attraction we each felt for our Heart- 
Master. 
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Within a few days we were on a Boeing 747 out of San 
Francisco, heading for the South Pacific Ocean and Fiji. 
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N AVAKACOA BEACH, TAVEUNI, FIJI, in addition to 
carrying the captain, first mate, two other new resident 
devotees, and Kathleen and me. The Persistent was packed 
with bundles of dalo, gunny sacks and boxes of pineapples, 
carrots, rice, and other foodstuffs, and six dirty fifty-five- 
gallon drums of diesel fuel. The captain was of course behind 
the wheel of the boat, while his first mate was either beside 
him or out on the bow. Kathleen and the other two devotees 
had seats on gunny sacks or boxes, and I had made a place for 
myself at the stern among the drums of diesel. 

While we were still traveling within the reef surrounding 
Taveuni the waters were relatively calm and I had no 
problem. But once we passed through the reef to the open 
seas, the rise and fall of the ocean swells, their relentless 
build and collapse, up and down, soon paced the upheavals 
and lulls of my stomach and I began to throw-up. There was 
no place to lie down. The water sprayed up by the plow of 
The Persistent mixed with the engine exhaust to create a fog 
of nauseous fumes. The only relief from the choke was to 
keep my head low and over the side of the boat—that was 
relief from the choke, but not from the almost continuous 
vomiting. For the remainder of the trip, about four hours, I 
draped myself over the side, legs wrapped around a drum of 
diesel fuel so I wouldn’t fall overboard, eyes closed, retching, 
continuously. I had never been so sick. 
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Once on Naitauba, despite taking several days to fully 
recover, I began my editorial service the very next morning. 
Very soon after that I also became technical support for our 
necessary data communications. Soon after that I also became 
Adi Da’s video archivist. Soon after that I also became His 
photographer. Everyone had multiple services. And a few 
months after that, Adi Da initiated a period of consideration 
eventually called “Indoor Yajna,” which would last an entire 
year. (Although “yajna” technically means “sacrifice,” in 
Adidam we have come to use it to mean something like 
“trip,” “travel,” or “circumambulation,” for a sacred puipose. 
Thus, “Indoor Yajna” simply meant that the sacred travel 
[sacrifice] was done symbolically, indoors. That sacred travel 
was Adi Da’s conversation with devotees worldwide and His 
reiteration and re-explanation of almost His entire teaching.) 

During my first year in hermitage, Indoor Yajna would be 
the principal context for my learning about Adi Da and how 
to live in direct service to Him. But before Indoor Yajna 
began, my services in editorial, photography, and gift 
making—and a hurricane—provided ample introduction. 

The editorial and communications offices were located in the 
Island’s former boathouse. The boathouse was situated on the 
beach, close to our wharf. The building consisted of two 
rooms, wood-frame walls, a corrugated iron roof, a sand 
floor, and a couple of built-in work surfaces we could use as 
desks. We had two personal computers, a sixteen-pin dot 
matrix printer, and a 1200/2400-baud modem. The one 
radiotelephone for voice communications with the outside 
world was also located here. Our constant companions were 
crabs, mice, and a four-foot Pacific boa that lived in the 
exposed rafters. 
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Close by the wharf were the old coconut drying works and 
a machine shop. A two-minute walk further along led us to 
the resident village, called Qaravi (which we most often 
simply referred to as “the village”)- Qaravi was a large open 
lawn area with about a dozen tall slender coconut trees and a 
few interspersing plumeria encircling its perimeter. There 
were about ten four-room tin-roofed residential cabins (each 
cabin about twenty feet square) on the perimeter just beyond 
the trees, with hibiscus bushes dotting the areas between and 
behind them. Although all the buildings had electricity, none 
had any kind of plumbing; several outhouses with water 
faucets and buckets served our eliminative needs. The few 
other larger buildings just beyond the resident cabins had 
been converted into Adi Da’s library, the kitchen, the clinic 
and two meditation halls. The kitchen and clinic had water, 
and, close to the village, men and women had separate 
primitive shower facilities. All the buildings had names for 
easy reference: The kitchen house, the ocean house, the 
mango house, Pink Palace, the meeting house, the stone 
house, and so on. 

Adi Da lived in “Indefinable.” It had been the residence of 
the Island’s former owner and was located about half-way 
between the wharf and the village. It was a small, one-story, 
very simple, two-room house, with a small bathroom and tiny 
kitchen area. It looked out over a large lawn area He had 
named “The Field of Emphasis.” 

Adi Da was spending about five to six hours every day 
revising The Dawn Horse Testament (His comprehensive 
book about the practice of Adidam), which had originally 
been published in 1985. It was heartbreaking to see Him walk 
from Indefinable, through the village and up to the building 
which at that time was His office and library. He walked with 



106 iLove’s Sacrifice 


His shoulders slightly rounded forward and His head and 
neck almost imperceptibly hunched toward the ground. The 
slowness of His stride communicated a despondency of 
feeling abandoned by devotees during the past two years 
when we could neither effectively speak up for Him nor 
rightly serve Him in His desire to bless the world. The Divine 
Person, fully engaged in human relationship, subject to the 
foibles of our unenlightenment. The Onliness of Divine Love 
that we felt with Him, and the tangible effects of our 
shortcomings on Him, required us to feel and understand 
more and more deeply. 

In 1983 He had pointed out to us the following: 

My devotees tend to make Me into a nonentity. You 
dehumanize Me for various reasons, one of which is that 
you have very abstract notions about the state of the 
Spiritual Master. You tend to think that the Spiritual 
Master is somehow exclusively in a transcendental state, 
and that this human machine sits out here and helps 
people out and deals with their tendencies. But that is not 
the way it is. There is nothing about being a Spiritual 
Master that is not human. To be a Spiritual Master is 
profoundly human, the fullest Realization of being 
human. Spiritual Masters or Awakened beings, truly 
Free, exhibit the most human sign of love. Therefore, I 
am party to this human loving. We all live together in 
this Domain of Love, which is the Incarnate Form of the 
Spiritual Principle. I Live that Principle to you, and you 
should likewise live it to Me and to one another. 

—Adi Da, from The Domain of Love, 1983 
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Adi Da felt everything: the most profound love, the most 
profound sorrow, the most profound anger. I was seeing how 
all of these emotions had their place, and how He allowed 
their expression in His Work. The more I saw of His human 
qualities, the more deeply I was drawn into my own 
humanness and into feeling itself. To whatever degree I could 
humanly feel Him, it was to that depth that I could also feel 
Him in His Divine condition. He would regularly remind me 
of this. 

In addition to our other services, in a daily tangible gesture 
of devotion, we laid out a flower-lined path for Him through 
the village and to His office. 

Adi Da carried the manuscript back and forth Himself, in a 
yellow plastic attache-type case. I once came up to Him and 
offered to carry it. As I reached toward the case He gestured 
me away, though, not wanting to receive any service from me 
or any devotee. I felt His isolation from us; and it just wasn’t 
right. 

In the late afternoon we would receive the double-spaced 
manuscript with Adi Da’s handwritten revisions inserted 
between the lines and in the margins. Sometimes there would 
be separate sheets of handwritten additions. Lying on top of 
the manuscript was the “change page,” where Adi Da listed 
all the page numbers where He had made changes. 
Sometimes He wrote additional instructions, often “Check all 
pages” or “Search for all instances of _.” 

The job of the editors was to pull the listed pages from the 
manuscript, date each page, and check the rest of the 
manuscript for possible pages Adi Da may have not listed, or 
for previous changes, or for editors’ comments He may not 
have seen. We then entered all the changes into the computer, 
printed out the new pages, proofread all changed pages three 
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times, performed all instructions, indicated in pencil in the 
left margin with either a checkmark (His change) or a circle 
(search, or editor’s query) where each change or comment 
was, reinserted the new pages in the manuscript, and flagged 
them with a blue plastic paperclip for easy finding. Lastly, we 
double-checked that all pages were correctly inserted and 
properly marked and clipped, then counted all pages to insure 
that none were either out of order or missing. The last task 
was to write an “editorial report” on all the work done. 

Typically, once we received the manuscript, it would take 
three of us nine or more hours to complete our work. Our 
bottom line was to return the manuscript to Adi Da by the 
morning, ready for Him to continue without interruption. 
Sometimes, if there were only a few changes and He finished 
His work in the morning. He might ask for us to return it to 
Him by the end of the afternoon. Our lives were a timeless 
blur of late nights and early mornings. But for us it was 
constant attention to Him, His schedule, and the details of His 
teaching. It was enlivening, interesting, and, for us, an 
expression of devotion, a service we were grateful to perform. 

Each day I collected the electronic files of all the approved 
manuscript changes from the day before and zipped them 
together for electronic transmission to the editorial 
department in California. 




After about five weeks (now mid-October) I had my first 
opportunity to come into Adi Da’s personal company in an 
informal setting. He had had very little contact with the 
hermitage staff since His return, and after lunch He was going 
to fly kites with the children in hermitage and with the 
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household staff. Because I had some previous experience 
handling cameras and film, I was asked to photograph the 
afternoon’s event. Exquisite anticipation and apprehension 
energized me as I prepared for the occasion—and this first 
meeting. 

There were eleven of us out there on the wide expanse of 
The Field of Emphasis in front of Indefinable. A mild and 
lightly gusty breeze alternately thrilled and challenged the 
kite flyers. The children ran around as children do—now 
excited, then frustrated, always determined; trailing their kites 
and laughing, sometimes with the kite airborne, sometimes 
dragging it along the ground as if it were a plow, tossing it 
into the wind, towing it in the air tail-first. 

I photographed everyone. I kept somewhat at the 
periphery, using the telephoto lens to get close-ups of the 
children and of Adi Da. I moved around a lot and deliberately 
kept what I felt was a respectful distance. Eventually one of 
the household staff encouraged me to get closer shots of Adi 
Da. So I did, and gradually relaxed into the day’s enjoyment. 

At one point I was downwind of Adi Da, steadying myself 
on one knee while taking some medium-distance shots. He 
began moving in my direction, allowing the kite and wind to 
lead Him directly toward me. As He moved close I felt His 
intention to be “seen”; this was one of the first occasions 
since His return to Naitauba when He was permitting Himself 
to be photographed. When He was about six feet away He 
stopped, still flying His kite, and seemed to pose for me to 
photograph Him. It was clear that in allowing me to 
photograph Him like this He was making Himself available to 
be in relationship to all His devotees. I was very moved by 
this, and by the opportunity to both see Him and to witness 
His gesture. I took a few pictures and then thanked Him for 
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the opportunity to see Him and for His being here. He 
responded simply, with His customary acknowledgement: a 
softly spoken “Tcha.” 

About a half-hour later I was again standing close to Him 
as He flew His kite. The wind had died down quite a bit so 
He was having difficulty keeping it aloft. The kite was low, 
with only about twenty yards of string out. Only the 
occasional light gust of wind and His broad tugs on the string 
kept it in the air. There was no one else close, and it seemed 
for a moment as if we were the only two on the field. Then, 
without turning His head toward me or taking His eyes off the 
kite, He said aloud, not directly to me, but simply and clearly 
with the intention that I hear Him and respond, “Trying to fly 
this kite is like frying to get devotees into the fifth stage of 
life.” (The fifth stage of life is the stage of mystical ascent 
potentially following Level 3, but one that would likely be 
bypassed in the “radical” [most direct, or “at the root”] 
practice of Adidam.) 

I felt numb. I thought He was expressing disappointment 
with devotees for not advancing in practice. I wasn’t an 
advanced spiritual practitioner. But it was just a test; in this, 
my first personal interaction with Him, as a hermitage 
resident. He was checking me out. 

Attributing to Him my own presumptions about His mood, 
I said, “Give us time, Love-Ananda.” 

He didn’t say anything or even look over at me; He simply 
continued His efforts to keep His kite flying, allowing it to 
gradually lead Him away from me. I knew I had “failed the 
test.” I knew my response had communicated neither a depth 
of practice in that moment nor a genuine understanding of 
His teaching. 
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The tropical cyclone season in the South Pacific extends 
from November through March. “Tropical cyclone” is the 
term used in the southern hemisphere for “hurricane.” In the 
northern hemisphere these storms circulate counterclockwise, 
in the southern hemisphere clockwise; in the South Pacific 
they begin as “tropical depressions.” About three to five 
tropical cyclones per year approach Fiji, but there had been 
very few in the previous three years, and none had made 
serious land contact in Fiji. 

A week before Danavira Mela (Adidam’s celebration 
during the Christmas period) we heard that a tropical 
depression was developing north of Fiji and likely to attain 
tropical cyclone status. Most often a tropical cyclone will 
develop in the convergence zone northwest of Fiji, then track 
in a southeasterly direction, heading toward our area, with the 
possibility of either totally bypassing Fiji to the east or west, 
or hitting it with whatever degree of directness—but this one 
was different. 

Instead of tracking southeast, the building tropical 
depression tracked southwest for two days, then southeast for 
three days, all the while intensifying. Still 200 miles northeast 
of us, it zigzagged east and west for three days, intensifying, 
as if consolidating its power. I felt it threatening, pacing like a 
big cat, eyeing its prey, waiting for its moment, hungry for 
the kill. As soon as it reach tropical cyclone status and was 
named “Raja” (the “King”), I knew it was going to hit us. 

Once it was officially a tropical cyclone, we informed Adi 
Da and kept ourselves updated by listening to the radio and 
by calling the Nadi weather forecaster. Most devotees on the 
Island had never experienced extreme weather, and you could 
tell that there was a tension between an excited, however 
morbid, curiosity about what it would be like to go through 
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the storm, and a fear of its unknown power. We forgot for a 
while that phenomena like this cyclone were not merely or 
only physical events, they were psycho-physical events— 
dynamic, living, interactive forms in nature. Our relationship 
to Raja—unconscious or conscious—could influence it. We 
received a message from Adi Da that reminded us of how our 
unconscious desire to experience the hurricane effectively 
acted like a prayer for it to come. He said, “Your gleeful 
fascination will draw it here! You don’t understand the 
destructiveness of what will happen!” 

There was a lot to do to prepare for Raja. First of all we 
needed a complete plan for everyone’s safety during the 
cyclone. Rather than Adi Da staying in Indefinable, we would 
move Him, His children, and attendants to the Stone House 
(one of three buildings in the village completely made of 
mortar and stone). The rest of us would ride out the storm in 
the other stone buildings. 

We had to mount all the available cyclone shutters, board 
up the other windows, detach roof drains from the water tanks 
to keep the blowing salt water out of the drinking water, 
cover up all the radio and editorial equipment, and, as far 
ahead of time as necessary, move The Persistent to the 
protected rivers in the neighboring islands of Vanua Balavu. 
If Raja hit us, we would be without boat transportation to or 
from the Island for at least five days and possibly for as long 
as two weeks. We would likely be without communications 
for a week. 

Then, early in the morning of December 29 th , Raja 
suddenly broke out of its east-west pattern, and, veering 90 
degrees due south, began racing directly toward Fiji, charging 
straight at Naitauba. 
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We hardly saw light that day. There was only the 
foreboding sky of dark grays and blacks as the winds 
increased and the rain became a wall of stinging pins, 
constantly slapping in horizontal sheets at our flesh as we 
completed the final tasks to brace for the brunt of the storm. 
The drone of the break on the reef and the wind through the 
vegetation became the deafening roar of hundreds of 
locomotives, and the earth vibrated from the relentless 
violence. 

About mid-afternoon, a message came to us from security 
that no one should leave the village. We were told that 
coconuts were falling all around and that it was too dangerous 
to be outside. Even so, that morning Adi Da had worked on 
His Dawn Horse Testament manuscript and Kathleen 
received the daily editorial call from one of Adi Da’s 
attendants, “I have a manuscript for you to pick up.” 

Kathleen hesitated, surprised. Not knowing what to say, 
because picking up the manuscript would mean both going 
outside and leaving the village, she replied, “Oh . . . security 
told us that it’s too dangerous to be out now.” 

“Just a minute, let me ask Love-Ananda,” the caller said. 
Kathleen could hear the staff woman talking with Adi Da. 
When she returned to the phone she told Kathleen that Adi 
Da was aware of the situation, and of our fear, and that He 
had said, smiling, “Tell them I did my work, they should do 
theirs,” and added that we should “keep an eye out for flying 
coconuts and stay away from large trees.” There was 
something humorous about Adi Da’s response, the 
unproblematic obviousness of it. We had all heard and read 
many accounts over the years about His miraculous 
interventions with storms and weather patterns—to lessen 
their impact, diminish their force, divert them, protect 
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devotees caught in them—so there was nothing out of the 
ordinary for us about His instruction. It even had a mild 
teasing quality, too, for us. Altogether, we felt drawn into His 
protective regard. Kathleen picked up the manuscript, and 
we—Kathleen, Franck, and I—happily made our way to the 
editorial office and dove into the work. 

There were about three hours of work for us, at the most. 
In preparation for handling the manuscript, we had closed all 
the windows and moved the computers and printer to the wall 
opposite where the wind hit the building. On the wind side, 
water was seeping in through the windows, and the rain was 
hitting the building with such horizontal force it pressed 
though the wood and ran down the walls like sweat running 
off an exhausted athlete. The whole building periodically 
shuddered from Raja’s gusts. 

By the time we had finished processing the manuscript 
changes, the wind had increased significantly and it was 
almost pitch dark. We received a call telling us that we 
should secure the manuscript and protect it from the weather, 
but not tty to send it over. A security person then called to 
say that trees were now falling, branches and palm fronds 
were being blown around, and tin had stalled to peel off some 
of the roofs. He suggested we remain in the editorial office 
for the duration of the cyclone rather than come out in the 
weather to try to join the rest of the ashram. 

Did he think we were crazy?! 

None of us was going to just sit there in that rumbling tin 
shack. It was already flooding, the roof seemed like it could 
shear off at any time, the windows could shatter, we could be 
without electricity. Not on your life! Franck especially. 
Franck was terrified. He was Dutch, and as far as he was 
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concerned, with so much water all around, the dike was 
breaking! He just said, “No way!” and bolted from the office. 

Kathleen and I waited a while longer. I wasn’t particularly 
afraid, but I didn’t want to be stupid either by staying or by 
naively running around outdoors in a hurricane! But we were 
there because we had been fulfilling our Guru’s instructions; 
and those instructions didn’t include staying. We decided to 
return to the village. 

It was dark. We didn’t have a flashlight. I gave Kathleen 
some basic instructions, “OK, Kath, we’ll go out and make 
our way through the open areas, from landmark to landmark. 
We won’t run, but we have to go quickly. There may be a lot 
of branches on the ground, so we have to be careful about 
those. We have to stay together—within arm's reach of each 
other. Now, if I hear something I think is a tree falling or 
whatever, I might push you to the ground or something like 
that. So first we go to Indefinable, then to the village. We’ll 
see what’s happening when we get there. OK? Let’s go.” 

We stepped out the door into the raging darkness. One, 
two steps and we were off the porch, but on the third step the 
water sucked off our flip-flops, and we were now barefoot 
and already soaked. The wind was at our back, so it was 
difficult to keep our balance and we were forced to run. We 
saw lights on in Indefinable. Adi Da was still there. We made 
our way toward the lights. 

As we got close to Indefinable the wind suddenly died 
down to a mild breeze, the rain to a steady drizzle. We saw 
Adi Da and His children and attendants under umbrellas, just 
then leaving the house and walking away. They were 
accompanied by a few other devotees who were obviously 
escorting them to the safer areas. Taking advantage of the 
sudden lull, Kathleen ran ahead into the village. I joined the 
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group escorting Adi Da to the Stone House. As soon as we 
got to the building and everyone was situated inside, the wind 
slammed again into the village and resumed its rampage. 

It was still early evening. The full force of the cyclone was 
yet to hit—we expected the winds to peak at over 100 miles 
per hour in about six hours. Adi Da had a message passed on 
to us: the entire ashram was invited to spend some time with 
Him in the meeting room before He finally retired. It was an 
unusual request, but welcome, since we hadn’t been seeing 
much of Him otherwise. 

Once we had all collected in the meeting room, Adi Da 
came over. We had prepared a chair for Him, set up a TV and 
video deck, and had plugged the several holes in the wall as 
best we could. He calmly strode in, unfazed by the weather 
and only slightly wet from the short walk over. Someone 
helped Him off with His nylon parka windbreaker, and He sat 
down. A few quiet moments later, another devotee handed 
Him a status update on the cyclone preparations. Satisfied 
that preparations were sufficiently handled, He asked if we 
would like to watch a video with Him for a while and have 
some popcorn. We were delighted to accept His offer. One of 
the devotees had already brought over a selection of videos. 
He passed a list of them to Adi Da. Carefully looking over the 
list, then quickly scanning the room. He looked at us in mock 
assessment, and said, “Hmmm. What video should we see?” 
Smiling, He continued, “I think for this crowd . . . The 
HoneymoonersV 

Ouch. In suggesting The Honeymooners, a 1950s 
American marital situational comedy stalling Jackie Gleason, 
we knew Adi Da was pointing out our peipetual distraction 
with our own emotional-sexual dramas. From His perspective 
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we were still content with lives hardly different from a TV 
sitcom. 

After watching one of the thirty-minute episodes, Adi Da 
left. We could tell that the puipose of watching the video had 
more to do with Him allowing us to see Him and be 
influenced by His equanimity than with passing the time in 
simple amusement. Despite the intensity of the weather we all 
felt safe. We went to our shelters for the night and got a good 
five or so hours of sleep. 

By morning it was over. Raja had passed. The damage 
done. The air was now an exhausted calm; an occasional 
drizzle fell from an ashen sky. The village square was matted 
with tree branches and palm fronds of all sizes. The tin roofs 
were curled up or partially lifted off many of the village 
cabins. All the trees were like skeletons, completely stripped 
of their flowers and leaves. Looking to the ridge of a nearby 
hill, I saw what was once an idyllic vision of verdantly 
topped tropical palms now merely rows of fragile sticks, like 
a field of burnt wooden matches—it took winds of at least 
120 miles per hour to do that. The Island had been decimated, 
but no one had been hurt. For sixteen hours Raja had visited 
its bloodletting ritual upon the land, which now lay pale, 
emaciated, and almost lifeless. After passing directly over 
Naitauba, it had continued south along the Eastern Lau 
Group, missing the main inhabited islands of Fiji, causing 
very little damage elsewhere. 

We all accompanied Adi Da as He walked around the 
village that morning. He looked into every building, surveyed 
all the damage. He commented, “Raja did in a few hours what 
devotees would have taken years to do.” I knew what He 
meant: the holy place, Naitauba, had been desecrated by 
nature’s indifferent fury. Until there was a group of genuine 
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spiritual renunciate devotees. He and His teaching would be 
continually desecrated with the same indifference, with the 
same effect, and by that same natural force—in humans, He 
called it “egoity.” Serious practice was the moment-to- 
mornent transcendence of egoity; He needed devotees who 
understood that—and practiced it. And until there was that 
profundity of seriousness it was as if we were in a constant 
battle with Him, “at war with our own help,” He used to say. 

During His walk we could also feel Adi Da’s regard for all 
the living things that had been so ravaged. He commented on 
their state of shock. He then gave instructions for us to clean 
up everything immediately so that by the end of the day there 
wouldn’t be any evidence of Raja’s destruction. 

We knew He wasn’t making an unreasonable request. It 
was instruction for practice, not a command to pretend that 
nothing had happened. We had to immediately bring our 
consciousness and attention to Him and to the healing of the 
destruction, and not allow the force of this violent intrusion to 
capture our psyche. To actually clean up and repair the 
damage would take many days, even weeks and months; the 
plants would take months and years to recuperate. 

Raja’s passing marked the end of 1986. Someone once 
asked Adi Da if when something happens did it have to 
happen? His response was, “If it happened, then I guess it had 
to happen.” Perhaps Raja was like that. It got something 
inevitable out of the way, quickly—a dramatic purification of 
devotees’ resistance to practice. We hoped that it could be a 
final punctuation mark to one of the most difficult years for 
Adi Da in His relationship with His devotees. The next 
couple of months would be a test for us all: could we in 
hermitage, and all devotees worldwide, come up to a greater 
level of responsibility in our relationship to Him, a greater 
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level of seriousness and effectiveness that would make a 
difference He could feel? 

In the early paid of the year there are several birthdays for 
which Adi Da liked to have special gifts made for Him to 
give. I had previously taught myself artistic glass etching 
using diamond-tipped etching tools, and when I was in 
London I used to send Him glass tree ornaments that I had 
etched with various sacred designs. I had brought my tools 
with me and had made an ornament for His 1986 Giving Tree 
(like a Christmas tree). One day I was told that He had asked 
if devotees on the Island could make a small Japanese-style 
side table He could give as a gift to one of His devotee 
attendants. He wanted it to have a glass top, so I was asked to 
etch it in a Japanese motif. The designers and I agreed upon a 
traditional waterfall and forest image that I would duplicate 
on the bottom of the glass table top. 

I had never done such a large and complex etching project 
before, but this request was typical of how Adi Da often 
worked with His devotees. I had originally sent Him a 
personally handmade gift, and I continued doing so. Seeing 
some level of consistency. He then used that service as a 
means to directly relate to me by requesting a special 
project—a project that was both personal to Him and required 
me to demonstrate a greater level of skill to accomplish. Each 
subsequent request would typically require greater skill and 
creativity. Each project was a lesson in feeling beyond my 
limits and into His life and my personal relationship to Him. 

Recreating a classic Japanese masteipiece on glass, in 
reverse, brought me an almost intolerable degree of 
performance anxiety. I had only one piece of glass to work 
with, so everything had to be done right the first time, 
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because there was no erasing an etch. It took me two weeks to 
complete the etching. At the end, I had no perspective. I had 
my reservations about it, but others thought it was great. The 
gifting manager thought it was beautiful and the table was 
presented to Adi Da, which He then gave as a gift on one of 
the birthdays. 

The next request I received required even more. Adi Da 
asked if we could make a glass-topped jewelry box to contain 
a broach and pendant He was giving to one of His daughters. 
The jewelry—also being made by devotees—was designed in 
a horse motif, so He asked that the German Expressionist 
Franz Marc’s painting Die kleinen blauen Pferde (“Little 
Blue Horses”) be duplicated on the box’s lid. 

Seeing the painting, and then sketches of the broach and 
pendant, I felt how much the beauty of this gift 
communicated Adi Da’s cherishing His daughter. The depth 
of His love for her seemed to relieve me of concern for being 
able to accomplish my part of the jewelry box. Nevertheless, 
I had to come up to a whole new level of artistry to complete 
the task. 

I decided to etch the top of the glass and paint the 
underside. The painting would be viewed from the top, of 
course, through the etched glass. The etching was relatively 
straightforward, but I had only minimal experience in 
painting on glass, so I had to take time to experiment and find 
a workable technique. I eventually did, and in the process I 
felt I had finally learned to paint. Everything—the broach, 
pendant, box—turned out beautifully. 

My final etching project for Adi Da was a birthday gift for 
another of His daughters. Pandas were her favorite animal, so 
I created a two-sided 3-D effect etching of a Panda in a 
bamboo grove, then framed it on a black background. This 
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time, because He had invited the entire ashram to her birthday 
gifting occasion, I got to see Adi Da present what I had done 
for Him. 

The event was held in a large screened-in pavilion called 
“The Giving Coat,” which we had decorated with brightly 
colored balloons and flower garlands. (This open-aired 
pavilion had been the former Island owner’s orchid house. It 
was about sixty feet by seventy feet.) Adi Da was seated in 
His chair, in the middle and toward the back of the space. His 
daughter sat on the floor beside Him. All around them both 
were stacks of the decoratively wrapped gifts He had 
personally selected. One by one He handed her each tangible 
expression of His love. As He passed each gift-wrapped 
package to her, sometimes He would comment. When she 
unwrapped the etched Panda, He leaned over to her and with 
child-like enthusiasm said, “Dennis made this for you.” 
Watching Him gift His daughter, witnessing the expression of 
such vulnerable love between father and daughter, was as 
embarrassingly intimate as it was delightful and heartrending; 
it was a metaphor for the spiritual process itself—the giving 
and receiving of love—and for how He wanted us to live with 
each other all the time. 

He once commented, “Devotees must know I love them.” 
Giving gifts was one of the ways He expressed that humanly. 





My Life is a little bit like going into the world of enemies 
and dragons to liberate somebody who has been captured. 
You cannot just sit down and tell a dragon the Truth. You 
must confront a dragon. You must engage in an heroic effort 
to release the captive from the dragon. This is how I Worked 
in the theatre of My way of relating to people, particularly in 
the earlier years, and in the unusual involvements of My Life 
and Teaching. You could characterize it as the heroic way of 
Teaching, the way of identifying with devotees and entering 
into consideration in that context and bringing them out of 
the “enemy territory, ” gradually waking them up. 


Adi Da 
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Introduction 

I F YOU READ THE LITERATURE associated with the 
traditions of spiritual trans mi ssion and esoteric spiritual 
teaching, you will find that the students in these traditions 
always had to undergo extended preparation before receiving 
the teachings from their master. Preparation included serious 
self-discipline applied to all areas of life. The self-discipline 
had the positive effect of preparing the body-mind of the 
student to both receive the master’s spiritual transmission and 
make right use of it. Adi Da’s regular criticism of us was that 
we hadn’t really applied ourselves to that degree of necessary 
preparation. Rather, He said, we were beginners whom He 
was still trying to convince to get serious, while He also 
worked to fully communicate His teaching. 

Adi Da’s real teaching is an unfathomable silence beyond 
self, an awakening into the undifferentiated space of 
Conscious Light from and in which everything arises and of 
which everything is only an apparent modification. The secret 
of the relationship with Him is that He Is that Conscious 
Light, always transmitting that Self-Revelation to His 
devotees until they, too. Realize It. To whatever degree we 
intuited this and had experiential glimpses of it, we were not, 
however, prepared to realize it—so He had to do something 
else with us until we were. That something else took many 
forms, and one of them was “gathering”; that is, getting 
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together with Him to discuss His teaching and our response to 
it, while drinking alcohol and smoking cigarettes. Drinking 
alcohol helped us stay “real” with Him, and engender some 
spontaneity from us. Smoking cigarettes seemed to counter 
the alcohol’s mind-dulling effects. As a downside, however, 
simply having a beer in one hand and a cigarette in the other 
could tend to make one forget that the situation was neither a 
“party” nor “social.” Far from it. It remained a circumstance 
of instruction, devotion, discrimination, spiritual transmission 
and spiritual communion. But as westerners and beginners, 
we just seemed to need the stimulation alcohol and cigarettes 
together provided in order to be lively with our Master and 
for His interaction with us to be fruitful at this time. 

Even though Adi Da would also drink alcohol and smoke 
cigarettes with us, it was abundantly clear that there was no 
change in the consciousness of His own Transcendental State. 
In fact, that was one of His continual revelations: His 
Realization, or State, was not dependent on any conditions 
whatsoever. Sober or apparently intoxicated, He was lucid, 
ecstatic, and a tangible Spiritual Presence of Blessing. 

Being with us, engaging us in occasions using alcohol and 
cigarettes was part of His teaching work, a necessary 
submission of Himself to our requirements; but it was also 
this very teaching work He was attempting to wean us from. 
So as happy and remarkable as any and all our times with 
Him were, there was always an “edge” to each meeting. 

Gathering with Adi Da provided the context for what we 
were available for: being instructed about the necessary 
preparation at the human level for authentic spiritual practice. 
When we drank, it opened us up, and allowed some of our 
egoic defenses to relax. We were more available to Him so 
that He could address those areas of our lives and feelings we 
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often kept hidden but which we needed to bring into 
conscious relationship in order to move beyond the 
obstruction they were to our spiritual practice. 

A devotee once said to Him, “Bubba, I have a sense of 
what you mean by a truly human life, but I don’t understand 
what you mean by a truly spiritual life.” Adi Da responded, 
“That’s why I say you first have to become human.” Reality, 
life, human-beingness, God-realization, are all together all-at- 
once, and they are a continuum. What these are, and what 
they mean, at some point becomes obvious. 

Adi Da often said to us, “I am more like you than you 
are.” And it was true. He could feel and animate as necessary 
everything about us. Whatever we were as emotional-sexual 
beings, we were self-suppressed even as that. We all had 
innumerable hidden motives, subconscious face-saving 
agreements with one another (and everyone), and often 
ferocious emotional self-defensive reflexes. He had none. He 
literally was us, one at a time and all at once. In His mode of 
teaching humanity to us, that human preparation. He could be 
more fully expressive as any and all our characters than we 
would ever allow ourselves to be. He was limitless and 
indefinable whereas we were defined by our limits. As 
detached or implacably peaceful any of us might idealistically 
think He would naturally be (the idealized God-realized 
“Saint”), His sacrifice, His self-imposed discipline at these 
times was to remain in the fullest human interaction with us 
so that we might have a means to relate to Him. What He 
could seem to be, then, was a reflection of us—a “mirror,” as 
is often said in many spiritual traditions—rather than of Him. 

On April 2, 1987, Adi Da met with a small group of 
devotees with whom He had often gathered in the past. He 
discussed with them the reasons for possibly resuming this 
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form of consideration. His principal question was how could 
He re-establish spiritually lawful association with devotees. 
He asked, “How can we break this stalemate devotees have 
created?” The devotees speaking with Him didn’t have an 
answer, but they were worried about our (the devotees new to 
hermitage) maturity to understand and make appropriate use 
of gathering with Him. In response to their concern, Adi Da 
commented that hermitage was supposed to be an intimate 
and trustable community, and if He couldn’t gather with 
everyone in hermitage, then how could He justify gathering 
with even anyone there? And if that were the case, wouldn’t 
He then be required to avoid devotees altogether? But such 
total exclusion was already exactly the current and 
unacceptable state of affairs that He wanted to overcome. 
They agreed that everyone should participate in the 
gatherings. The announcement was made to the ashram. It 
was to happen that evening in The Giving Coat. 

Let me start by describing “gathering,” first with specific 
instructions from an occasion early in this period, then with a 
broadly brushed canvas of the entire scene. 

One evening, paid of the consideration of “self’ had to do 
with memory. Adi Da’s principal commentary was that 
memory was dependent on point of view, or the continuity in 
time of the presumption of a separate someone who could 
remember a separate something. He said that He never 
remembered anything of the previous night’s gathering 
because the presumption of separateness didn’t exist in Him. 
He encouraged us to do the same. His admonition to us was 
to participate so fully, so beyond self, to the point of ecstasy 
such that there was no “separate one” to remember the 
evening. Not that there was no brain cell left alive from the 
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evening’s inebriation, but that the very mind that presumes 
“I” and “you” and “that thing” and “other” would be 
transcended. Obliteration by unbounded participation rather 
than chemistry. 

During Indoor Yajna the gatherings quickly took on a 
regular form: Adi Da initiated contact sometime during the 
day and asked the devotee cultural leaders if there was a 
reason for us to gather. If the reason justified getting together, 
a place was chosen and a time set. In the beginning that place 
was The Giving Coat, and the time was usually around 
7:00 p.m. 

In preparation for any particular gathering, the devotees 
central to the evening’s consideration prepared something to 
initiate the conversation with Adi Da—something from their 
study of His teaching, from their study of traditional spiritual 
literature, or from their life-experience. 

We would arrive at The Giving Coat twenty or so minutes 
before Him. The entire ashram would be there except for one 
or two women on childcare. Adi Da’s chair was set up in the 
center of one end of the room, with a side table for His 
facecloth, eye drops, and reading glasses. We would all sit on 
the floor in front of Adi Da, sometimes all the men on one 
side and the women on the other. Sometimes we would be a 
single mixed group, sitting with our intimates. How we 
organized ourselves depended on the evening’s consideration, 
and it could change during the evening. 

Behind the area where we sat I had stacked the four to six 
cases of Fiji Bitter beer that we would drink during the 
evening. I had also distributed about twenty ashtrays around 
the seating area. There were only about thirty of us at the 
time. Another devotee double-checked the audio recording 
equipment. 
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Just before Adi Da arrived, I and another devotee would 
pop open enough Fiji Bitters for the first round and pass them 
out to everyone. Once Adi Da arrived and took His seat, He 
would briefly sit silently, without moving, most often looking 
out, forward, allowing us to regard Him in simplicity, without 
distraction; we then began with a toast. In what was to be His 
characteristic manner, He let His head fall slightly forward, 
then, bringing the mug to His lips. He looked into it with 
focused intensity and took His first drink—which was about a 
third of the beer in the mug. Then, slightly swinging the mug 
down and towards us. He sat it on the side table that was just 
to His right. 

We all lifted our bottles of Fiji Bitter to Him at the same 
time. Very rarely was anything spoken as a toast. It wasn’t 
that kind of occasion. 

That formality done, a spokesperson for the ashram 
thanked Adi Da for meeting with us and summarized the 
earlier conversation with Him that had provided the reason 
for gathering. Adi Da would likely comment on this to clarify 
why He felt we were gathering. What He said determined the 
evening’s direction: sometimes He began with things He 
wanted to communicate; sometimes we moved on to our 
questions or comments. However the evening started, over 
ninety percent of the final content was His exquisite teaching, 
either in the form of extended talks or direct instruction to a 
particular devotee. 

In one of the first gatherings, Adi Da acknowledged that 
there were at least two phases to each gathering. The first 
phase was the “serious” or sober phase. During this phase we 
would have serious conversation, detailed discussion of His 
teaching, and discriminative consideration of traditional 
religion and spirituality. It would also be the time for any 
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entertainment or sacred art performance that required sober 
sensitivity to appreciate. The entertainment was most often 
skits and plays and musical performances His daughters 
offered on special occasions. If this were happening, the 
children would be invited for just this first part of the 
evening. Adi Da advised the adult devotees as well that if any 
of us ever had a music or entertainment offering we wanted 
Him to take seriously, we should do it during these first 
hours. 

The second phase of any particular gathering occurred 
after “crossover.” Crossover marked the moment after which 
we could all acknowledge that, because of our drinking, no 
further serious conversation was possible and we no longer 
were obliged to make sense. It was the time Adi Da might 
ask, “Have we crossed over?” or “Have we made the 
transition?” Or any devotee might speak up with, “I think 
we’ve crossed over now.” We usually lasted three to four 
hours before crossover. For me that was after only three or 
four Fiji Bitters. 

After crossover Adi Da might ask, “What do you have for 
us, Greg?” And Greg, the devotee most familiar with Adi 
Da’s preferences in opera, poetry, and music, would begin 
playing a tape of one of His favorite arias or suggest some 
poetry to listen to. Dylan Thomas was a favorite. If it was 
opera that night, as the first piece came on Adi Da would call 
out, “Tenors to my left, basses and baritones to my right, 
angelic choir in the middle!” And, responding to His cue, we 
scrambled left or right, rushing to get in place before the 
voice of Luciano Pavarotti, Placido Domingo, Jussi Bjorling, 
Enrico Caruso, or one of the other giants of opera emerged 
from the audio system’s speakers. 
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Opera was an alchemical process: for the often two hours 
this part of the evening lasted, the beer kept us physically 
energized, the singing kept us in our feelings and emotions, 
and Adi Da flew our hearts to unbridled joy. He poured 
Himself into each and every selection. The finale to a 
dramatic aria would find Him standing in front of His chair, 
stretched up on tiptoes, both arms reached out from His sides, 
spread like great, soaring wings, face flushed with a passion 
that made the veins on His neck and forehead bulge, while 
His voice, as loud as He could make it, projected from His 
barrel-shaped chest to fill the depths of the night around us. 
And we followed suit, bellowing out at the top of our lungs 
approximations of the Latin-derived or Germanic syllables 
from music many of us had never before heard. It was all so 
passionate, rowdy, and fun. I’m sure that to a sober ear we 
must have sounded something like a slurred brawl with 
orchestral backing, but for us ... we were far from sober. We 
were ecstatic. 

I can’t say what indicated when it was time to switch from 
opera or poetry to dancing. In retrospect, it could have been 
simply the need to be more active, or perhaps it was the need 
to get on with the evening’s consideration. But when we did, 
it was dramatic. We exploded from the vocal passion of opera 
into the heavy beat of rhythm and blues, modern pop, and 
rock-and-roll. 

A raised wooden platform behind where we sat became 
the dance floor for this paid of the gathering. What happened 
here often depended on what the discussion had been before 
crossover. While still sober we would have talked about His 
teaching, how it applied in our real lives, our relationship to 
Him, our relationships to each other. We would likely have 
revealed things about ourselves we may have never before 
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spoken about. Now, on the dance floor, intoxicated by hours 
of spiritual profundity, intimate conversation, impassioned 
singing, and varying quantities of South Pacific beer, we 
brought that consideration to life. 

Periodically we needed a piss break. We wouldn’t leave 
the room on our own to relieve ourselves (unless, of course, 
we really had to). Rather, we would all go at once, and it was 
our general agreement that we would allow Adi Da to call the 
breaks. Sometimes, though, one of us might suggest it was 
that time. 

During Indoor Yajna, for a piss break, the women went 
out the back of The Giving Coat, the men went out the front, 
and Adi Da went out the front and to the side. At my first or 
second piss break I related a story to Him I had heard about 
piss breaks. Although Adi Da was at the side of the building 
and I was at the front, we were only about twenty feet apart: 

“Love-Ananda, I heard a story that once when You were 
standing by a devotee on a piss break You asked him who he 
thought You were. The devotee said, ‘Master, You are the 
Lord of all the worlds.’ Your response was, ‘Well, are you 
aware, then, that you are pissing on the feet of the Lord of all 
the worlds?”’ 

He chuckled. “Yes. And you see I’m now pissing over 
here rather than over there next to you all.” 

Adi Da’s congeniality and responsiveness in human terms 
always so moved me, and I looked for ways to respond in 
kind. One of the things I did during the Indoor Yajna 
gatherings was to help Him off and on with His sandals as He 
came or left The Giving Coat, which was several times an 
evening because of the many piss breaks. To assist Him with 
His sandals, I knelt down just inside and to the left of His 
entrance door, on the other side of a foot mat. Someone else 
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opened the door for Him to enter or leave. When He entered, 
He stepped in then turned left, toward the mat. Still wealing 
the sandals. He placed His left foot firmly on the mat; I, 
kneeling on the other side of the mat, facing Him, then braced 
the sandal by grasping the sides of its sole with my thumb 
and index finger. As I held the sandal in place He would then 
simply pull His foot back and out of it. He then did the same 
with His right foot. Sometimes He would step onto the mat 
with both feet and one foot at a time step backwards out of 
the sandals. I felt attending Him physically like this as a very 
personal and intimate service. For me, such moments 
delicately expressed the heart of the Guru-devotee 
relationship, where the Spiritual Master, Adi Da, allowed 
Himself to be dependent on the caring of His devotee. 
Helping Him off and on with His sandals was an opportunity 
to express my devotion to Him personally, bodily. 

Indoor Yajna was a period of consideration, meaning a 
thorough examination of His teaching and our response to it. 
As Adi Da was revising His Dawn Horse Testament, He 
spoke it and lived it with us. The talks He gave during this 
period were immediately transcribed and made available to 
devotees worldwide. Everyone could be involved. 

Often at the end of a gathering we would all be sitting with 
Him on the dance platform and He would press us to tell Him 
if there was anything else He could do for us. “Is there 
anything left over? Are there any questions at all? Do your 
friends not here with us tonight have any questions? Speak 
for them. Is there anything? We don’t want to have to do this 
again. We will if we have to, but we don’t want to have to. Is 
there anything, anything at all? Anything in you or in your 
friends I need to address?” 
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Sometimes there was something. Most of the time there 
wasn’t. Either way, the end of any particular gathering would 
most likely find Adi Da summarizing the essence of the 
evening’s consideration. That summary was in some manner 
always a call to recognize the “Great Matter” regardless of 
the content of the evening or of our lives: God alive. God 
present. Love-Bliss as the nature of Reality. No separation. 
Realization as the basis of life. These ends of the evening 
were sublime and magnificent beyond description. Adi Da’s 
spontaneous ecstatic speech and Self-confession swooned our 
hearts to love and to tears. Raw feeling. He often said that 
Realization was feeling without limitation. Feel to infinity 
and you feel God. And it was true. And He was the 
boundless, ceaseless example of that. Over all the years— 
before, now, and after—this is the way it always was. 

When it was time to leave, Adi Da would stand up and the 
ladies attending Him would walk with Him to the door, 
gently bracing Him as they walked arm-in-arm. I would rush 
over to help Him with His sandals. 

He then walked out into the night and crossed the sixty 
yards or so over to Indefinable. Standing on the distant front 
porch, just before going through the door, in the dim light, He 
would turn around and blow kisses to us and call out, “Good 
night, babies!” 

In our responsive love-call of good-night to Him, we 
would cheer and clap, sometimes cry, calling back, “Good 
night, Love-Ananda! Good night! We love you!” 

I always thought to myself, Cheering and applauding. 
How strange. How western. Fve never read this in any 
spiritual literature. But, then again, it is who we are and I 
guess it’s all we know how to do. Without judgment, feeling 
the profundity of the just-passed hours, recalling Adi Da’s 
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assessment of our lack of understanding, I wondered when 
we would. Understand. 

The many gatherings with Adi Da became a collage of 
myriad sections and shades in constant movement, 
progressively revealing the process through which He 
instructed, inspired, challenged, and uplifted us. For me, they 
were the pulse of the Divine moving into my life 


The Gatherings 

I was excited about gathering with Adi Da. It was the first 
time I would participate in this legendary circumstance with 
Him. Like all devotees, I had heard stories of what it was like 
in these intimate settings, and we had all read the teachings 
resulting from them. To be a part of the profundity of such 
gatherings was every devotee’s either secret or outspoken 
desire. 

Adi Da was already seated when I walked in. That first 
night I wore shorts and a tank top. (We all wore whatever 
clothing was coolest for us on these hot, tropical evenings. 
Adi Da generally wore just shorts.) He watched me as I went 
to my place, and commented, “Hmm, big glasses, hairy 
chest.” Interesting. His comment could have made me self- 
conscious, but didn’t; He spoke it so matter-of-factly. I 
suppose one could say that those were my two most obvious 
physical features, but they were also the two I had, at one 
time, been most self-conscious about. I had never liked the 
largeness of my glasses, but they were the style at the time I 
got them; and I’m not the hairiest man I know, but those who 
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arc hairier are gorilla hairy. The Fijians called me Dennis 
“Steelwool.” 

In that first gathering, Adi Da openly described His 
situation. Because of the way Fie felt devotees had allowed 
Him to be targeted by the media in 1985 rather than stand up 
for their understanding of Him and their own participation in 
His teaching. He couldn’t trust us. He didn’t feel He could 
freely express Himself or instruct devotees any longer 
without having to apologize. He explained how, after January 
1986, His movement to teach as He had before spontaneously 
fell away, and now He was trapped, without a function, 
because there were no seriously practicing devotees. He 
described our ambivalence relative to sex in particular, since 
that was what people seemed to react to. He described us as 
not wanting to be free and of being incapable of commitment 
to our own freedom, worrying if maybe “mother and father 
were right”: we should be suppressed and secretive about 
anything having to do with sex. He summarized it all by 
saying that spiritual practice was all about Freedom— 
Liberation from the illusion of “otherness” and 
“difference”—and that our ambivalence, our suppressive 
concern for self and social identity in relation to Freedom was 
proof in and of itself that there were no Level 3 (truly 
spiritual) practitioners either there in hermitage or elsewhere 
among devotees. 

After speaking briefly to a couple of the newer devotees 
about their intimacies, He then spent a long time passionately 
talking about how His daughters brought Him such joy and 
happiness and how they were basically the only life-sign left 
to Him in the midst of an otherwise caged-like existence 
created by devotees’ immaturity, ambivalence, and reactivity. 
His words described what all of us had witnessed the past 
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many months: His life had been a regimen of work on His 
principal book of practice instruction, The Dawn Horse 
Testament, and virtually no contact with devotees other than 
for necessary service. The only pleasures in His life were the 
activities He had with His children. At one point He even said 
that because of our lack of spiritual maturity, our being in 
hermitage was principally to provide a social and cultural 
circumstance for them. 

After crossover this first night, we had a brief go at 
singing some of Adi Da’s favorite songs with Him: Harry 
Belafonte’s Sylvie and I Don’t Need No Bald-Headed 
Woman , Pavarotti's Nessun Donna, and perhaps a couple of 
others. But He had made His point. It was our turn to respond 
by changing our lives and making a difference in His 
experience of us. 

In the meantime, the gatherings continued. I’m sure He 
knew we needed His help. The gatherings and His criticism 
were the tangible means we could relate to whereby He 
brought His blessing force, the potential to understand and 
change, into our lives. Five or even more nights a week we 
met. In the course of gathering, Adi Da developed a rhythm 
of consideration of the fundamentals of practice (synchronous 
with the revising He was doing on The Dawn Horse 
Testament and with creating The Basket Of Tolerance), and, 
when necessary, also discussing devotees’ emotional-sexual 
life-patterns. 

(The Basket Of Tolerance is Adi Da’s selection of 
traditional and contemporary books, CDs, and videos/DVDs 
that He felt most clearly epitomized one or another point of 
view in religion, spirituality, philosophy, science, or culture. 
He structured the framework of this collection such that they 
highlighted humankind’s varying and progressive 
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understanding of reality. Moreover, from the way He put 
them in sequence, one could see that, taken together, there 
was a single, consistent, continuous, and hierarchical 
approach to both understanding and realizing Reality—or 
God, or Truth, or the Divine. He called this sum and melding 
of all of humanity’s efforts to understand the entirety of 
existence and humankind’s experience of it “The Great 
Tradition.”) 

During the first two weeks of gathering we particularly 
considered the integrity of the levels of practice and the 
profundity of the spiritual process itself. It was an intense 
period of self-inspection and of measuring ourselves against 
His teaching. It took time, but eventually it became obvious 
to us all that none of us was truly involved in spiritual 
practice as He described it, and thus not “Level 3.” Even after 
being with Him for so many years (some over twelve years) 
everyone’s basic practice still had “holes” in it. To His very 
real question, “But then, what were you doing all those 
years?” personally addressed to each of us, individually, we 
seemed to all respond similarly, “I guess I got distracted by 
the social things in the community.” 

Early on I told Adi Da how I understood that I was neither 
involved in the unique process that He taught nor did I have 
the necessary self-understanding to be more than a beginner. 
After listening to my self-report. He said, “I recall the first 
time I met you. We were flying kites, and I said something 
about . . . that’s right . . . getting practitioners into the fifth 
stage of life. And you said something about needing time. Ah 
ha. Yes. Your fate was sealed that day I first met you on The 
Field of Emphasis!” That night I formally returned to Level 1 
practice. 
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More than anything, I wanted Adi Da’s instruction in 
sexuality. My preoccupation with sex often disturbed me; 
everything was sexualized for me; I couldn’t help it. My very 
sense of self was founded in my own and others’ sexual 
perception of me. I was always sensitive to that perception, 
and looked for it. Moreover, I felt imprisoned by some vague, 
yet real, forever present sexual expectation that I couldn’t 
enunciate. But it was there, in the motives to exhibitionism 
and to promiscuity and to sexually competitive machismo. 
Through the humor, clarity, and profundity of all I had read in 
Adi Da’s teaching about sexuality and from all the stories I 
had heard about Him, I knew He knew what was going on 
and that He was totally free. At a primal level I was desperate 
to be free as well. Thus, whenever I had the opportunity to 
consider anything sex-related with Him, I jumped at it, 
unaware at the time of my own naivete. 

At one particular gathering, the consideration revolved 
around the different levels of spiritual practice and how they 
related to one’s emotional-sexual maturity, especially to 
being free from self-suppression and arbitrary cultural taboos. 
The main question was to what degree is one truly ecstatic in 
bed? That is, to what degree is one capable of feeling without 
limitation, and, thus, of allowing the all-pervading force of 
life itself, of love itself, of Reality or God, to infuse even 
one’s sexual life? 

Adi Da asked if anyone had anything to say about this. 
Reflexively I raised my hand. As soon as He looked in my 
direction and tipped His head back to indicate I could speak. I 
began. But five words into this, my first personal statement to 
Adi Da about sex, I froze—I didn’t know how to say what I 
wanted to say! 

“Love-Ananda, when Kathleen and I. . .” 
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What? What? What word to use? I didn’t know what was 
about to come out, but I now felt like I had just woke up 
behind the wheel of a speeding car and had slammed on the 
brakes as it was careening off the road straight toward a tree. 
In slow motion my mind riffled through its sex vocabulary, 
wildly tossing around words and phrases while corresponding 
images of penis-in-vagina flashed in front of my mind’s eye. 
It was like a rapid fire skeet shoot, where each catapulted clay 
disk was a sex word immediately smithereened by a blast of 
“No, not that one!” Make love, fornicate, fuck, hump, pork, 
have sex—too euphemistic, too clinical, too risky, too slang, 
too vulgar, too indirect (sex is something you do, not 
possess). 

In the split second of the slow-motioned pause, this sex 
vocabulary review completed its ricochet around my 
softening grey matter, and escaping all my intended 
censorship I blurted out, . . screw.” 

When Kathleen and / screw? I couldn’t believe it. Where 
did that come from? I tried to continue, but as soon as Adi Da 
heard “screw,” He burst into laughter. “Screw? SCREW? 
When Kathleen and you screw ?” He bellowed with laughter, 
doubling over in His seat, roaring with amusement. Soon 
everyone was laughing along with Him, my Guru and my 
friends reveling in my muffed attempt at forthrightness. 

Adi Da then said, helpfully, “If you use the word ‘sex’, 
we’ll know what you mean. When Kathleen and you sex. Go 
on, continue.” 

I was only slightly embarrassed, enjoying along with 
everyone the humor of the situation, but more than anything, 
I was relieved to have begun my first conversation with Adi 
Da about sexuality and to be speaking to Him so personally. 
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I went on to tell Him about a practice consideration 
Kathleen and I had had with some friends in London when I 
rated her and my sex life as a "three.’' I also told Him that as 
a result of the insight and change brought about by that group 
commenting how that "three” was mostly a reflection of my 
own participation in sex, I would now rate our sexing as a 
“ten.” 

He replied, “That’s good. I’d say ‘ten’ for enthusiasm.” 

I didn’t really have a question for Him. I didn’t really 
know how to ask for His help. That night I just wanted to 
broach the subject. 

On another occasion, the evening conversation had been 
about whether there is spiritual value in being sexually active, 
or even in being in relationship at all. In my own ambivalence 
and idealism, I seemed to feel there were only two mutually 
exclusive alternatives: being sexually active in a therefore 
ordinary and conventional life, or being single and celibate in 
a spiritual, God-realization-puiposed life. He questioned me 
at length about this. Step by step, my responses took me in 
the direction of affirming the value of spiritual life (therefore, 
according to my idealism, being single and celibate) and not 
being able to find value in human relational life as it related 
to spiritual practice. Eventually, having progressively 
cornered myself, Adi Da asked the obvious, logically bottom- 
line question, “Well then, do you feel there is any reason to 
be in relationship?” 

I hesitated. I was caught, sweatily, in my own confusion, 
and had no counter to the obvious response. I mumbled, 
“No.” 

With the slightest smile on His face that communicated 
both sympathy and humor for what I am sure He knew was 
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going to happen. He loudly called out, “Well then, I guess 
that’s a-di-os to Kathleen!” 

In the instant He spoke, Kathleen jumped up, pounced 
behind me, and stalled flailing her fists on my back, yelling, 
“How can you say that?! You love to fuck me! You love to 
fuck me! Why are you saying this?! What are you doing?!” 

As she yelled and pounded on my back, I was half-smiling 
with embarrassment, and all our friends were rolling on the 
floor laughing uproariously. To them this was not a serious 
matter; rather, what they were witnessing was an obviously 
inevitable, though up-to-now suppressed, scene from “The 
Dennis and Kathleen Show.” Adi Da looked on in mock 
surprise. 

When the drama of the “beating” subsided Adi Da looked 
around at the devotees who had been through intensive 
emotional-sexual considerations with Him over the years and 
rhetorically asked, “Hmm. You think we have a little S&M 
going on here?” 

“Yeah. They definitely have some of that going on,” 
echoed among our friends. 

He looked at Kathleen and me and said, “Perhaps a little 
S&M discipline is in order for you two tonight. What do you 
think? It’s up to you.” 

It seemed like a good idea. We both nodded our 
agreement. Pointing to the experienced couples, He added, 
“Well, if you choose to do it, you can talk with one of your 
friends over here about it.” 

After the gathering we spoke with a couple of our friends 
about the S&M discipline. It was simply about consciously 
acting out whatever self- or other-punishing inclinations 
either of us had, aggressive or passive, and being open and 
confessed about them, benignly playing with them. 



142 iLove’s Sacrifice 


We went to our room. I was looking forward to a long 
night of highly energetic theatrical rounds of first Kathleen 
“beating up” on me, then sexing, then me “beating up” on 
her. I'm not talking about being abusive or causing any 
physical hurt, just getting into it with enough energy to evoke 
the real emotions, the underlying content of our sexual 
motives. That seemed like it could even be fun. Maybe I was 
naive. It would certainly cut through the resigned passivity I 
had demonstrated during the gathering. 

But the night didn’t turn out that way. Once alone 
together, Kathleen said she couldn’t relate to being 
aggressive. I couldn’t relate to her not relating. She expressed 
her interest in me being dominating and aggressive, but that 
was new to me and at some level I was afraid to do it—and 
couldn’t. And neither of us was able to say anything to get a 
heart-to-heart conversation going. We were both 
disappointed. Anger seemed to be our mutual impasse. 

The next night in the gathering we talked with Adi Da 
about our S&M. His only comment was, “So, neither of you 
could get into it, hmm?” and let it go without saying anything 
more. 

It’s Adi Da’s teaching that whatever we oppose, we hold 
in place. Thus, I understood that I couldn’t resist my own 
negativity; I had to allow it to be revealed and acknowledged. 
In the midst of the fundamental practice of turning my 
attention to Him, my discipline and commitment was to allow 
my internal dilemmas and conflicting motives to become 
conscious in their entirety and in their details. Adi Da, in 
Person and as Spiritual Blessing, was entering my life as my 
greatest help. 

Very soon after this, an evening’s consideration came 
around to sexuality and monasticism in the various religious 
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traditions. He discussed with us the origins of the celibate 
tradition in western Christianity and contrasted it to the non¬ 
celibate traditions in Judaism. He observed that “knowledge” 
in the Old Testament implied sexual knowledge. He said that 
even “knowledge” of God had sexual force to it, as it meant 
the investment of one’s total body and life in the relationship 
to the Divine. From my notes: 

To realize is to know. To know is to invest yourself. To invest 
yourself is to animate yourself utterly. To animate yourself 
utterly is to transcend yourself. That is the means of ecstasy, 
not to cancel it, but to invest it and transcend it. Don’t you 
think, Dennis? 

I agreed. He continued: 

If you became a different kind of philosopher things would 
change between you and Kathleen, Dennis. She wouldn ’t be 
fussing around here like she has been in the last couple of 
weeks, would she? 

I told Him that Kathleen and I had talked about this that 
very day. 

I am not talking about conversation. I am talking about 
intercourse, bodily, emotionally, mentally, spiritually. The 
method of the ancients is intercourse, or using a crude word, 
“fuck. ” I am sorry, but it is true. 1 am not exaggerating. It is 
not a call to libertinism. You must understand what I am 
talking about. It is a call to investment and no withholding. If 
you totally invested yourself in everything, you would quickly 
overcome what was temporarily binding you. 
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Total investment. Not the philosophic “live for today” or 
carpe diem, rather, live in ecstasy, beyond self-presumed 
limits; unbounded conscious participation in Reality. This 
was all part of the process He called “consideration.” 

In one of these early gatherings Adi Da commented on my 
graying hair. “Hmm. Gray hair. Low energy. Probably feeling 
like you’re stalling to get old?” He said as more of a 
statement than a question. 

“No, I’m not feeling old, Love-Ananda,” I said rather 
meekly. 

“Alright. So you’re not feeling old.” Then, speaking to 
everyone, “If I say something to you and it doesn’t seem 
right, say so. If the shoe doesn’t fit, give me an uppercut!” 

In order for significant Spiritual realization to be possible, a 
devotee had to be completely clear and free in his or her 
attention. Promiscuity fixed attention in a search for some 
kind of bodily, emotional, or sexual fulfillment, allowing it to 
wander from its prior commitment. As related to our sexual 
impulses, it was important to understand (1) that we were 
promiscuous; (2) that sex was our principal diversion from, or 
alternative to, spirituality; and (3) how to be clear in our 
attention and move beyond the sexual mind. 

Once in a while, it seemed that Adi Da noticed someone’s 
attention casually wandering in emotional-sexual fantasy, 
signaled by the occasional glances of a man at a woman or 
vice-versa. At those times He would have whoever was doing 
the looking go over and sit with the object of their 
preoccupation for the rest of the gathering. One evening when 
we were sitting by our intimates, as we were exiting The 
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Giving Coat for a piss break. He said, “And when we get 
back, Kathleen, I want you to sit over here.” He pointed to a 
place well away from me. Had I been looking at someone 
else? I didn’t think so. Had she? I didn’t know. All I knew 
for sure was that I had taken seriously His recent instruction 
in the gatherings about bringing energy to my relationship 
with Kathleen. I also knew He expected me to demonstrate 
that seriousness in real terms, so if I had been looking at 
someone else, I had to change—on the spot. 

I quickly got back to my place after the break. Adi Da was 
already settled in His chair. The women were just starting to 
come back in. As Kathleen entered the building. He gestured 
her to her new place. Even as He was gesturing, I spoke up, 
firmly, directly, “No, Love-Ananda, she sits with me.” (The 
“shoe didn’t fit.” The uppercut.) 

Adi Da seemed surprised. His eyes widened and relaxed as 
His eyebrows raised and lowered. He looked directly at me 
and said, simply, “Oh, OK.” And Kathleen came over and sat 
down beside me. 

I cannot imagine any of this happening in a traditional 
Hindu ashram or Buddhist monastery. The centuries-old 
forms of established instruction, the cultural understanding of 
respect for the spiritual master, the acknowledged need for 
priorly established self-discipline and seriousness all would 
have precluded much of the goings-on of our gatherings with 
Adi Da. 

But our need for instruction—even as unwitting 
representatives for the entire Westernized culture of 
independent, self-glorifying, sexually obsessed materialist 
seekers for self-fulfillment—required otherwise. Paid of Adi 
Da’s greatness had been His willingness to come to us, where 
we were in the realms of sex, power, and anxious self- 
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survival, to sacrifice Himself, for real, to see if there was 
anything He could do, any means of instruction He could 
bring, anything He could say, to lift us out of our suffering 
and deluded way of living. 

Regularly referring to His Divine Self-Emergence, Adi Da 
would say (as He also said at the end of each gathering) that 
He could no longer submit to us as He had in the past—the 
ability to do that had “fallen away” with that January 11 th 
event. He would say that His mere Presence was sufficient 
instruction and we had to relate to Him purely on the basis of 
our Spiritual recognition of Him, not requiring this merely 
“social”-other type of interaction with Him. Thus, Indoor 
Yajna was a time of His attempting to extricate Himself from 
our social-like demand by clarifying the fundamentals of 
practice (Spiritual recognition of Him, self-understanding, 
service, and self-discipline). It would turn out to be a long, 
Spiritually complex process over many years for that 
extrication to complete itself. In the meantime, our lives with 
Him flowed through qualities of the joyous and the 
celebratory, the often bitter-sweet, and the occasionally 
despondent. Regardless of the quality, though, we were 
always filled with gratitude and a sense of blessedness. 

My Love-Impulse to Submit—as the Means by Which 
to Teach and Awaken others—was (over the course of 
many years) proven to be absolutely fruitless. That 
Inclination, That Purpose, and That “Method” of My Self- 
Submission did not—and cannot — work. The only result of 
My Self-Submission was the “scapegoating” of My 
Person—while those who came to Me persisted in their 
bondage and suffering. .../... 
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Over the many Years of My Divine Avataric Self- 
Submission, the evidence that My Effort of Self- 
Submission was not going to work (and could not 
work) steadily grew more and more conclusive. As that 
conclusion became more and more fully accepted by 
Me, I began to Work in a different Manner. 

A Profound Shift in My Manner of Working 
occurred on January 11, 1986, with the Initiation of 
My Divine Avataric Self"-Emergence”-Time. Even 
though I was required to continue My Self-Submission- 
Work for many years after January 11, 1986, I have, 
since then, been ( fundamentally, and, at last, only) 
Avatarically Self-Revealing My Own egoless Divine 
Person and My Own Transcendental Spiritual Self- 
Nature, Self-Condition, and Self-State—Which Is the 
egoless, Self-Evidently Divine, and Transcendental 
Spiritual Self-Nature, Self-Condition, and Self-State of 
Reality Itself. 

(The Aletheon, pp. 1838-1840) 


Whenever our emotional-sexual lives were considered, you 
could count on this being re-enacted during the dancing part 
of the evening. Directing us either from His chair or from the 
dance floor itself, Adi Da might pair us up with the person of 
our any promiscuous attention; and while we were dancing 
He took it all in, noticing what we were doing with our 
energy—was it free, was it suppressed, was it sexual, was it 
superficial, were we taking ourselves too seriously, did it 
include Him? Often He would loudly call out to us, “Dance 
for Joy! Dance for Happiness!” 
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Alone, standing in the middle of the dance floor one 
evening, slightly swaying from side to side, shifting His 
weight from one foot to the other, Adi Da listened as the 
sweet crescendo of violins introduced Georgia on My Mind , 
sung by Ray Charles. 

Even from his first plaintive “Georgia,” Ray Charles’ 
passion drew out our emotion, and from the edges of the 
dance platform we sang along with him. A couple of devotees 
moved onto the platform to kneel in front of Adi Da and sing 
to Him . . . the road leads back to you . . . along with the 
music. Soon everyone was lost in the single melding of all 
our emotional outpouring. When it ended, Adi Da called out, 
“Play it again, Greg!” 

As the music returned, I, too, moved over to Adi Da’s feet 
and, kneeling, began singing. As I approached Him, He 
moved slightly away. I approached again. He called Tammi 
to the dance floor and positioned her in front of me, gesturing 
with His finger that I should sing to her instead. Tammi was a 
woman I had known for years and had always found quite 
attractive physically. Singing to her had not been my 
intention, but because of that attraction I began singing, 
thinking I could get into it. Within seconds, though, I changed 
my mind and turned back to Adi Da. 

Just as I was turning to Him, He called Darlene to the 
dance floor. As I approached Him again. He motioned Tammi 
aside and put Darlene in front of me. He gestured for me to 
sing to her. Darlene was a tall, slim woman whom I had also 
known for years, but to whom I wasn’t attracted. I didn’t even 
attempt to sing to her. Instead, I kept moving toward Adi Da. 
He kept turning me to Darlene. I kept turning to Him. Finally 
He shouted at me, “Get off the floor!” and sent me to the side 
of the dance platform. As I moved off. He bellowed as loudly 
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as it seemed He possibly could, broadcasting into the night, 
“Dennis can’t handle the ladies!” Three times. “Dennis can’t 
handle the ladies! Dennis can’t handle the ladies!” Loudly. 

I felt so bad. A perfect moment for feeling humiliated, I 
suppose—but I didn’t; I just didn’t understand. Mostly I 
hoped I hadn’t offended Darlene. But I did feel exposed as a 
superficial character, and I felt I had failed whatever test it 
was the Guru had just put me through. I felt embarrassed for 
not understanding. 

I sat on the edge of the dance platform next to a devotee 
who had lived with Adi Da through some of the most intense 
reality considerations. He said to me, “I know how you feel. 
Don’t worry. Sometimes we think we’re doing one thing 
when the Guru knows we’re really doing something else.” I 
knew what he meant, but at the time I didn’t know what the 
“something else” was. I look back at the experience now and 
know that if I had been “a different type of philosopher,” able 
to simply throw myself into singing the song to Darlene, it 
would have been an entirely different event. He always 
looked for the devotee’s capacity for ecstasy, that is, self¬ 
transcendence in Communion with Him, even ultimately to 
the point of non-separate egoless participation in His Self- 
Radiant Transcendental State of Love-Bliss. What Darlene? 
What Leroy? What anything at all? Only Him. 

Every once in a while Adi Da would tease us about our 
complications with sex and our convoluted subjectivity about 
anything that had to do with it. He would say something like, 
“Why are you all so complicated about this? Why am I 
talking to you all? Where are the Taoists? Bring in the next 
busload of Taoists—at least for them sex is simply a matter of 
health!” 
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Aside from our attention being bound by our emotional- 
sexual complications, there was another aspect to such 
considerations that made their resolution important: the 
capacity for intimacy itself. Adi Da summarized it this way: 
“Intimacy is the esotericism of Adidam.” It was the intimate, 
human, heart-open vulnerability in relationship with Him that 
allowed His Spiritual Transmission to enter and be effective. 
If we needed to be in an intimate emotional-sexual 
relationship to learn that, then that’s what He wanted us to 
do—and really do it. He said, “With enough intention and 
perseverance anyone can learn to generate bliss in their own 
bodies or create mystical experiences or develop 
extraordinary powers, but that doesn’t necessarily make them 
human or even benign characters.” First, we had to become 
human. Our responsibility was at that basic level. Then, He 
said, He, His Spiritual Current, would do the rest. 

“Why do I travel?” He asked. “Partly so that devotees 
have the opportunity to serve Me, and in their service see Me 
in the human circumstance, see how I live relationship in 
human terms.” 

Even though emotional-sexual issues were regularly 
considered—more so during the early gatherings than later 
on—they were not the point. The principal purpose of the 
gatherings was to discuss the foundations of practice and to 
receive Adi Da’s instruction as He revised The Dawn Horse 
Testament and created The Basket Of Tolerance. 

How He worked with The Basket Of Tolerance was utterly 
remarkable to me. The understanding He communicated 
through this work and His discussions with us about it 
answered all my questions, explicit and unspoken, about 
religion and spirituality. There were the “big” questions like: 
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How does one make sense out of the seemingly infinite 
variety of spiritual experience? How do all the religious and 
spiritual traditions relate to each other? What are the 
differences between the many traditions and their founders 
and masters, and is one more “right” or “true” than the other? 
What is the origin of the universe? What is experience? What 
is Spirit? And there were the myriad “small” questions like: 
Is there life after death? Is there reincarnation? Were we your 
devotees in a previous lifetime? What was Jesus’ realization? 
. . . The Buddha’s? . . . Ramana Maharshi’s? Where does the 
motive to spiritual life come from? 

I was particularly involved in these conversations about 
The Basket Of Tolerance and read as much as I could of what 
He was reviewing for it and writing about. To listen to Him 
consider traditional spirituality and religion and His own 
teaching was to be transported to a timeless realm where I felt 
I was participating in the most primal and sacred ceremony 
ever enacted. Here, on Holy ground, the Master spoke the 
Teaching, His Teaching, which clarified everything . 

Sometimes Adi Da would bring a traditional text to the 
gathering and, while keeping its cover hidden from view, read 
sections to us. From the reading only, our task was to 
determine what stage of spiritual development the language 
reflected, what stage of spiritual development the author 
likely represented, what spiritual tradition the text was from, 
and when and where it was likely written. Sometimes we 
would bring a traditional book we knew He hadn’t seen yet 
and do the same with Him. In either case, the gathering would 
then proceed with Him speaking about the point of view 
reflected by the text, what tradition it characterized, and how 
to differentiate it from His own teaching. 
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During one evening’s discussion of the Crazy Wisdom 
tradition, after having talked about how certain masters could 
be unusually physically stern with their disciples—like some 
Zen masters being known to beat their students with sticks to 
address an obviously pretentious and arrogant mind, or Indian 
Siddhas throwing stones at aspirants to test their sincerity and 
perseverance—Adi Da commented, “Well maybe they could 
do that then, but you can’t today. So whenever it’s necessary, 
instead of beating you with a stick or throwing rocks, I raise 
My voice. My shout is My rock I throw at you.” 

It was the last week in May, 1987. There was to be another 
gathering this evening. Likely there would be more 
discussion from The Basket of Tolerance. Sometime in the 
afternoon I happened to hear a song on one of the Fijian 
staff’s radios that reminded me of Rebecca. It brought up 
intense sorrow, and I decided that that night I was going to 
get as drunk as I possibly could. I usually couldn’t drink a lot, 
maybe four or five Fiji Bitters, but for tonight I was intent on 
getting obliterated. 

This evening Adi Da again spoke about conventional 
religiosity. Except for the celibate idealism, I felt my 
Christian upbringing didn’t have that much continued 
influence, and I didn’t have much to say. Or, maybe I was too 
busy drinking, because only half way into the more sober part 
of the gathering I had already surpassed my usual limit and 
was just this side of shit-faced, barely able to speak without 
slurring my speech. 

The conversation moved on to The Basket Of Tolerance. 

Adi Da had already spoken on several occasions about The 
Basket Of Tolerance , FTis relationship to it, and the necessity 
to study it seriously. Fie asked if there were any questions or 
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anything we felt should be brought up. “Love-Ananda,” I 
said, “it would be useful to point out two wrong approaches 
to the study of the Great Tradition. One is the childish 
approach of always being simply enthusiastic about 
everything You say, without familiarity with the Great 
Tradition to appreciate it. The other is the adolescent 
approach of questioning what You might say and comparing 
it to what other people have said, and wondering who said 
what first and who was the real authority.” 

Even as I began speaking, a nervous quiet came over the 
room. My friends later told me they were anxiously 
wondering to themselves, Uh oh, where is this going? At the 
point where I mentioned questioning who had said or written 
what first, Adi Da rose back in His chair, raised His hands 
and arms to His side as if to fend off an aggressor, and said, 
“I’ve never even read those books!” (The books on The 
Basket Of Tolerance.) Bewildered and caught off guard by 
His response, I tried to explain myself, but things seemed to 
just get worse. He pushed Himself farther back in His chair 
with each attempt I made to backpedal. To my drunken mind, 
the situation had become incomprehensibly surreal. 

Soon He asked for an example of what I meant. I told Him 
that I had read a book called How To Think About God, by 
Mortimer J. Adler, and that it had reminded me of the 
discussion about the cosmos from a previous gathering. Adi 
Da then went on to talk more about His relationship to the 
books in The Basket Of Tolerance and to the Great Tradition 
altogether. As inspiring as His explanation was, it was also 
excruciating to hear because He was speaking as if He had to 
defend and justify Himself to me. 

The next day, Adi Da had a note passed on to the cultural 
leaders in hermitage asking them if I had understood anything 
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about my “odd” point of view. They spoke with me and I told 
them about the music reminding me of Rebecca and deciding 
to get drunk. In the course of the conversation it became clear 
that behind the sorrow was really anger and resentment about 
her trauma and that I was directing it toward Adi Da. having 
somehow associated it with the intention to see Him for the 
first time. 

We gathered again that night. Adi Da asked if there was 
anything further to consider about The Basket Of Tolerance. 
There weren’t any questions, so He turned to me and asked 
what had been going on with me the previous night. I told 
Him about my mood, the sorrow and anger, and about the 
blame I had placed on Him. I felt I was confessing a full 
understanding of what had occurred and that I had learned to 
relate to Him rightly. But as I was speaking. He again pushed 
Himself back into His chair, again making the gestures of 
having to defend Himself against me. He spoke on and on 
about how He couldn’t have had anything to do with 
Rebecca’s trauma, and besides, He hadn’t even met me yet! 
He added that in the traditions such incidents converted men 
to the necessity of spiritual life, whereas I was using it as a 
way of refusing it. I remember Him saying something like, 
“For most people, such things make them serious; for you, 
you just got mad.” He went on to further explain how He 
doesn’t even read books any more. He just looks at them, 
looks at a few pages perhaps, and through just that limited 
contact knows everything about the book and the author. 

All the while Adi Da was talking I was asking myself Why 
is He going on and on like this, haven’t I understood myself? 
Didn’t I explain myself rightly or fully? It was painful to 
everyone. Even though I felt I now understood something 
more about Him, His realization, and The Basket Of 
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Tolerance , He was obviously trying to press a deeper reality 
into me. 

A short while later He again turned to me. He asked what 
my relationship to my father was like. Then my mother. It 
became immediately clear how in relation to Adi Da I was 
still looking for someone else to assume responsibility. And 
in my relationships to women I was perpetuating the 
relationship I felt with my mother, and was playing out with 
Kathleen what I perceived my parents’ relationship to be. 
Altogether it was obvious how I tended to not be responsible 
in and for relationships—including this one, with Him. 

Adi Da again pointed out how I was playing out the 
oedipal relationship with Him—“male games,” as He called 
it—and how everyone continued to do this with Him. His 
voice communicated His exasperation at the continuing limits 
this imposed on Him. The truth of His criticism was both 
difficult and painful to receive. This, I thought, had nothing to 
do with spiritual life and right relationship to the Master. I 
was not yet even capable of basic responsibility in human 
relationships. 

That was the last gathering for several weeks. 

Outside of gathering, Adi Da communicated to those not 
in His immediate sphere through what we called “notes.” 
These might be verbally passed on messages or they might 
have been written down or transcribed. 

The day following that last gathering, I received a note 
saying that Adi Da had looked through the book How to 
Think About God, and He didn’t see any resemblance to His 
own writing in the language Mortimer Adler used. I was 
asked to indicate where in the book I had found such 
similarities. I did this, telling Him that it was not so much a 
matter of language as it was the style of presenting the initial 
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propositions and then developing the content. But, really, it 
wasn’t about that. It was about my own emotional state. I 
praised Adi Da and thanked Him for His instruction to me, 
and expressed what I felt was my growing recognition of 
Him. 

The next day, notes were again passed on to me. Adi Da 
had just written a commentary for The Basket of Tolerance on 
the book How to Think about God, adding that “Dennis may 
want to read that commentary.” Also in the same notes, Adi 
Da talked about His way of discussing traditional matters 
with devotees by recapitulating common knowledge on a 
subject as a means to create for all the devotees present a 
basis for entering into the conversation. He ended His notes 
with the phrase, “. . . so I hope this explains things to Dennis’ 
satisfaction.” I felt sick. How offensive I had been, how 
disrespectful, how self-righteously vengeful was my casual 
mood that He had to address me so deferentially. May want to 
read ... to Dennis’ satisfaction. My heart physically ached 
from my inappropriateness, my betrayal even of my own love 
for Him. That fifteen-second drama of four days ago was 
causing the Guru to endure hours instructing me. Clearly 
there was something I still didn’t understand. 

Here is Adi Da’s commentary about How to Think About 
God, as He originally wrote it: 

When existing religious myths fall into doubt, 
efforts to “prove” the existence of God (by reason, 
rather than by belief) tend to follow [. . .] Truly, none 
of the traditional academic exercises of “proof” 
relative to the existence of God have ever really and 
finally relieved mankind of religious doubts, or of 
doubt itself. This is because the source of religious 
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doubts is the failure of religious myths to continue to 
seem patently true after centuries of institutionalized 
belief have passed, and the source of doubt itself is 
the very same mind that seeks to “prove” (as a 
certain truth) what it cannot believe. 

When religious myths fail, no intellectual 
“proofs” of the existence of God can heal the fault. 
Rather, when religious myths fail, “God” (or Truth, 
or Reality) must be Realized again. Therefore, when 
religious myths fail, the Great Process of God- 
Realization must again be discovered and embraced. 
(Indeed, it should never have been abandoned in 
favor of religious myths.) 

Therefore, when religious myths fail, the Way is 
not to try and “prove” What cannot be believed. 
Rather, the Way is to ask the right questions. (“Do 
you know What any thing, or other, or condition 
Is?”) And the right questions lead to contemplation 
(and, ultimately, to “God”-Realization, or 
Realization of Truth and Reality), whereas the wrong 
questions (as well as all conventional answers) lead 
only to the doubter and back to the doubt. 

I studied what Adi Da had written for The Basket Of 
Tolerance. It was a little obtuse to me at the time, although I 
could see how it addressed the book. I replied to His note, 
thanking Him and saying how it was becoming clear how I 
was involved in the same myth-based and doubt-based search 
He was criticizing in His commentary. It wasn’t clear, 
though, not really, and I was still confused. 
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The cultural leaders later received a message from Adi Da 
that my response was fine, but that He also wanted to hear 
from them. We spoke some more about the whole incident. 

There was something I still didn’t understand, and it was 
requiring this back and forth with Adi Da. “What was it?” 
they asked. As we spoke, what was obvious to them suddenly 
became obvious to me: what I had been up to in my original 
comment had nothing whatsoever to do with either Adi Da or 
the book How to Think about God. Nothing whatsoever. 
Nothing. And what I had been playing out emotionally 
equally had nothing to do with Him. Nothing. Period. 
Whatsoever, nothing. As literally crazy as it all seemed in 
retrospect, I had still been hedging on this understanding. I 
was like a jackass needing a good wallop along side the head 
with a 2x4 (Adi Da’s exaggerated response) in order to get 
my attention and see my own craziness, my own doubt, my 
own form of conventional religiosity (idealistic belief in 
karma, parental God, whatever), my own superficiality, 
dissociation from reality, and my own childish and adolescent 
drama. And because I hadn’t been feeling it, I wasn’t being 
responsible for it. 

I began to study Adi Da’s autobiography, The Knee of 
Listening, again. As I read it this time I could see how 
superficial my study and understanding of His life had been. I 
had created myth out of it, and put Him into the role of “big 
daddy God” that an unfulfilled or frustrated child could pout 
about. 

I further was able to see that remembering the trauma and 
sorrow associated with Rebecca was not the “cause” of my 
reaction that night. Rather, I had always been childish in 
relationship to life, resentful and punishing of the male 
(father-like) authority who would eventually let me down. 
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And, for that day and in that gathering, it was a resentment 
and motive to punish I had been willing to play out. 

In the following days, several devotees who had been in 
similar situations with Adi Da made a point of telling me how 
they had done other inappropriate and offensive things with 
Him. They said that what I had done “was nothing” compared 
to what they had done. Of course that was no consolation to 
me, but I began to see how immature devotees will, in some 
real sense, give the Guru their “best shot” at offending or 
punishing Him. For some it looked more directly aggressive, 
as it was in this instance. For others it was more passive 
aggressive, especially in the refusal to seriously practice. He 
used to point out to us that any “problem with life” was a 
problem with Him, since all complaining, all resistance to 
simple love and self-forgetfulness and self-transcendence was 
a withdrawal from reality, a refusal to participate in the 
Greater Reality (that He was). No wonder most traditional 
spiritual cultures required a demonstration of seriousness and 
respect before the student met the master or was given the 
esoteric teaching. But there was no such culture in the West. 
In fact, it seemed that just about everything Western culture 
stood for was antithetical to genuine spiritual life. 

Many years later Adi Da likened life to the New York City 
amusement park. Coney Island—a place of distractions and 
“tests.” Greeting everyone coming there (i.e. to “life”) had 
been a large mannequin figure of a lady—“The Laughing 
Mama,” He called her—fat, exaggeratedly made-up with 
rouge and bright red lipstick, teeth missing, raggedly dressed, 
and hysterically laughing. Her outrageous appearance and 
laughter communicated. He humorously said, life’s ultimate 
message to everyone about conditional reality: “Your 
objections to anything don’t mean shit!” 
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If you are My devotee, you must understand and 
actively (or counter-egoically) accept My Teaching- 
Revelation that human life—in and of itself—is only 
egoity. The ego-“I” is not an entity or even a mere 
idea — but, rather, the ego-“I” is an activity . 

The ego-“I” is the activity of psychophysical “self- 
contraction—which manifests as the mental-emotional 
illusion of separate “self” and as the bodily-life-context 
dramatization of separativeness, or dissociativeness, or 
the complex avoidance of relationship. 

The ego-“I” is the comprehensive and constant (or 
moment to moment) psychophysical “self”-contraction- 
activity of the total body-mind. 

As an ego-“I” (and, thus, an ego-limited and ego- 
bound being), you are doing egoity—and nothing but 
egoity. 

As an ego-“I”, you are simply living out your egoic 
(or separative) destiny—and nothing else . 

In the domain of un-Enlightenment, there is only 
egoity. Apart from Divine Enlightenment (or Most 
Perfect Divine Self-Realization), every fraction of what 
human beings do is ego-bound — al[ of it. 

(The Aletheon, pp. 817-818) 


Six weeks later the gatherings began again. Only minutes 
into the first gathering, Adi Da looked out over all of us and 
commented how the last gatherings ended with an interaction 
between Him and me. He said He was wondering if there 
wasn’t some anger about this among the other devotees in the 
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ashram. He asked devotees to raise their hands if they were 
upset at me for the incident. 

I looked around. Slowly the hands began rising. 
Gradually, by the show of hands, about two-thirds of the 
ashram had been, or were still, upset with me. 

Adi Da nodded and said, “I thought maybe that was so.” 
He paused, then continued, “I want you to know that after the 
gatherings ended Dennis and I had our conversation and we 
were able to sort the matter out.” 

After relieving my friends of the burden of their anger, He 
went on to say very slowly and deliberately, “So something 
happened in Dennis’ life that he chose to be angry about— 
and then he came hunting Me down.” 

Hunting Me down. Yes. Exactly. He had summarized my 
life and intention as a devotee; even from the very beginning 
I had been seeking revenge for what I felt was the unfairness, 
the sorrow, the ripping off of my life. A mixture of tears and 
regret tugged at my heart. Here I was, had been, helpless 
before my own unconscious motives. I would eventually 
come to understand that whatever movement I may have had 
to true spiritual life, that motivation to punish was almost as 
fundamental. And the tragedy and sorrow I felt in relation to 
Rebecca had been, in truth, merely a reason to use Him as an 
object to punish for a life-long sense of inadequacy and fear 
and abandonment—sentiments inherent to the human 
condition when presuming separate and independent 
existence and looking to be taken care of by an impossible-to- 
find omnipotent super parent. 

He commented further, “So this thing happened and 
Dennis felt ripped off,” then, looking directly at me, “but you 
left her.” He paused. “You wanted to blame someone, to 
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blame God, to blame Me —but sometimes bad things just 
happen.” 

I was in tears now, broken open and defenseless in the 
face of the obvious. I had gotten the point. He had made it 
clear. There was no blame. There was no reason. There was 
only the raw, vulnerable condition of life itself, and I had to 
participate, to feel, not dissociate, not attempt to rationalize 
the ultimately incomprehensible nature of everything 
happening. Bad things do happen—for no reason. Why does 
there have to be a reason? If there were a reason, it was one I 
created because I was afraid and needed a reason. The truth 
was that I simply didn’t want to love: to love meant to be 
vulnerable; to love absolutely meant to be absolutely 
vulnerable. I knew He was that love, and my attraction to 
Him was drawing me deeper into that—His—absolute love, 
and at the same time revealing my resistance to it. The “self’ 
“I” couldn’t yet forget, feared the vulnerability. 

Then, Adi Da compassionately summarized everything to 
me, “So this time, I had to eat it for you. Someday, you’ll 
have to eat it for someone else.” Love’s Sacrifice. 

The “Mortimer Adler incident”, as it was now called, was 
over. I couldn’t help but feel some guilt, and for a few weeks 
afterwards Adi Da would tease me about what had happened. 
Whenever someone new joined us, like a new resident or 
retreatant. He would begin the gathering by calling on that 
person and saying, with humorous matter-of-factness, “You 
know, Dennis thinks I’m a plagiarizer.” 

One of the first devotees to newly arrive was a former 
security professional. After jokingly letting him know that I 
thought He was a plagiarizer, Adi Da said to him, “Maybe 
you should sit by Dennis, just in case . . .” 
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At first, whenever Adi Da teased me this way, my 
embarrassment and guilt seemed to only increase, but these 
emotions soon disappeared and I gained some humor. At that 
point He stopped doing it. 

Adi Da once said, “The devotee betrays the spiritual 
Master, and the spiritual Master betrays the devotee. The 
difference is, the devotee makes little of it.” 

Right. We make little of whatever we may perceive as His 
“betrayal” of us—the tests, tricks, teases, apparent offenses 
and frustrations in the course of Him instructing us by 
reflecting us to ourselves—but He makes much of our 
betrayal of Him when we ignore His instruction, dissociate 
from Him, or are reactive with Him as I had been in this 
“Mortimer Adler incident.” He obliged Himself to do so. To 
serve me. He had to. I am grateful He did—and that He 
persisted. I wouldn’t have understood otherwise; I may not 
have even noticed. 

At the heart and foundation of spiritual life is recognition 
of the Guru. Although from the very beginning, when I first 
saw A Difficult Man , I understood and intuitively knew Adi 
Da to be “It”, perfect Consciousness incarnate, and in London 
had experienced Him as the Divine Person, my understanding 
of who He was (and the tangible, life-level implications of 
that) only grew over time. This incident had just proved how 
that certainty in my heart was yet weaker than the 
conditioning of my western mind and the complications of 
my immaturity. In coming to hermitage I had been obsessed 
with the question, “Who is Adi Da?” This incident was 
perhaps the most personally significant of the many responses 
to that question. 
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During the initial gatherings, Adi Da gave us men many 
opportunities to demonstrate our self-understanding relative 
to “male games” in direct relationship to Him. There were 
many one-on-one situations where we each had to confront 
our competitive impulse and whatever subjective 
complication that may go along with it. One of those 
situations was “Sumo wrestling.” 

Adi Da enjoyed watching professional Sumo wrestling, 
and for several evenings one week we “Sumo wrestled” with 
Him. Each man would have the opportunity to go nose-to- 
nose with the Guru. Alone on the platform with Him, one by 
one, we hunched down like American football linemen on 
opposite teams facing each other, just about touching 
foreheads, the knuckles of one hand touching the floor to give 
balance. Then, when either of us put the knuckles of the other 
hand to the floor, we lunged at each other attempting to either 
push the other backwards or roll the other onto his back. 

Each male devotee’s dilemma was a variation on the 
questions, “Do I really want to throw the Guru or tackle 
Him?” “Should I even try to win?” “What will happen to me 
if I do win?” “If I did actually throw Love-Ananda, would He 
get hurt?” 

I wrestled with Adi Da a couple of times. Each occasion 
was nerve-wracking for me. As I squatted and balanced 
myself there, eye to eye with Him, I felt the situation deeply 
probing something more fundamental about my relationship 
to Him than I was comfortable having exposed. My anxiety 
was so distracting that each time I popped my knuckle to the 
floor He easily shot His forearm around my neck and slung 
me rolling to the ground. 

Although I was extremely grateful to Adi Da for His help 
and compassion, a seed of unfulfilled revenge yet persisted 
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deep within me, however subtle and unfounded. I was aware 
of it. I was disturbed by it. But it rarely surfaced. And I think 
something about this was the reason He rarely, if ever, gave 
me any slack regarding my understanding of Him or my 
application to the practice itself. 

One evening, well after we had moved on from Sumo 
wrestling to everyone dancing on the platform with Him, I 
spontaneously challenged Him. The rock-and-roll music was 
loud; the platform seemed crowded; He was at the other side 
of the dance area, interacting with one of the men, a few 
devotees in between us. I managed to catch His attention. I 
squatted in the Sumo preparatory position, put the knuckles 
of my left hand to the floor, and looked straight at Him. As 
soon as He saw me I felt the superficial veil of my casual 
“let’s-have-some-fun” motive dissolve to reveal that place in 
my heart still unaccepting of the rawness of life, refusing its 
pain and still seeking revenge. His eyes exploded in wideness 
and without hesitation He pushed aside the devotee He was 
standing by and extending His arms like the prow of a 
battleship to cut through the fleshy waves of bodies between 
us, charged. In two steps He was in front of me. I don’t know 
what I was expecting, but on His third step He planted His 
left foot firmly on the floor and then drove the instep of His 
right foot up into my groin. The force of His kick lifted me 
off the ground and threw me back about three feet. Without 
pause or hesitation He immediately turned around and went 
back to the dancing. It was as if He just had some bit of 
business to handle, handled it, and that was that. 

I don’t recall at the time feeling any pain from the kick—I 
certainly was drunk enough to account for that—but pain or 
no pain, His message was clear: He was a no-nonsense 
Spiritual Master and He required an equivalent absence of 
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nonsense from me. He had been compassionate and willing to 
“eat” my casual aggressiveness directed toward Him in the 
Mortimer Adler incident; He then expected that I be 
responsible for that angry motive. When I wasn’t, and 
because I had asked Him to take me seriously, like Zen and 
Siddha masters of the past addressing a student’s 
presumptuous mind and irresponsibility. He met the reality I 
presented to Him with unequivocal directness and “gave me 
the stick”—directly—in the form of His foot. And, as it 
turned out, for the next few weeks an ache in my testicles 
provided a reminder. 

Egos come in all shapes and sizes; that I was an angry 
character was not a problem in and of itself. Years earlier, in 
response to another devotee who described himself as “angry 
and destructive,” Adi Da gave a talk we now call “You arc 
Not the Guilty Party” wherein He called this man to notice 
that whatever he may feel himself to be, in truth he was the 
Consciousness that witnesses that character and its drama— 
not the character itself. That character and drama were merely 
patterns that he identified with, true, but they were not the 
Truth. Consciousness Itself was the Truth, and the “self’ (and 
its character) was transcended in the Realization of That. In 
the process of Spiritual practice, the self, the character, the 
drama would become more benign, more loving and all that; 
but that’s because he would be more responsible for 
remembering Him (Adi Da), for being infused by Reality’s 
inherent Love-Bliss, and for receiving His Spiritual Blessing 
beyond and prior to any separate “self’—not because he was 
trying to better himself. 
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So, too, I was not the guilty party. I had simply been 
reminded that I had forgotten Who Adi Da was. I had 
forgotten to bring my heart to Him, rather than my "self." 

In recent gatherings Adi Da had been talking about egoity as 
self-contraction and as being the equivalent of “point of 
view.” He asked the question, “What does this room look like 
really?” and then proposed, “In order to know what this room 
looks like in reality you would have to know what it looks 
like from every possible point of view in the room (and 
outside the room), as well as every possible point of view at 
all moments in time.” He used this example to then speak 
about how one cannot, therefore, “know” the room “as it is,” 
but one could realize the Reality in which it arose and from 
which it was inherently non-separate. 

This particular evening I wasn’t participating in the 
conversation with Adi Da as actively as I often did. Instead, I 
watched devotees ask their questions and then watched Him 
respond. At some point, in this more passive mode, a shift in 
my consciousness occurred: I began to clearly feel and hear, 
and almost see, devotees as “points of view.” That is to say, it 
was somehow tangibly obvious that they were there, speaking 
to Adi Da, actively presuming themselves to be a separate 
someone speaking from a “point of view” that was clearly 
limited and fixed and locatable in time and space. I would 
then look at Adi Da and listen to Him, and there was 
absolutely nothing of that perception. He was there, 
responding, but He projected absolutely no point of view. It 
wasn’t that He was being eclectic or vague in His responses, 
or anything related to the apparent content of the discussion. 
My perception, and His appearance, were on an entirely 
different level. His responses were just “happening.” He 
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Himself was just “happening.” Just as obviously as devotees 
were projecting their time-space limitation, Adi Da was just 
as obviously simply being there, without any time-space 
limitation or self-presumption whatsoever. That was very 
interesting to me. 

Six or seven hours later we had long crossed-over and 
sung opera, and were now dancing. I was sitting on the edge 
of the dance floor. Popular rock and roll music was blaring 
and Adi Da was dancing in the middle of the crowd of 
devotees. I became aware that He was saying things, so I 
consciously directed my attention to His voice. He wasn’t 
talking in sentences. He didn’t seem to be trying to make 
sense. He was just blurting out random phrases, it seemed. 
Then I heard something I understood—it was something I had 
just thought or maybe just “said to myself’! He continued to 
talk. Then it happened again—He said out loud something I 
had just thought—verbatim, the exact words of my thought. 
Then later, again in the middle of His otherwise incoherent 
(to me) rain of disjointed words and phrases, it happened a 
couple more times. This went on for about five to ten 
minutes, then the dancing wound down and that was the end 
of the evening. Adi Da left. It was around 2:00 in the 
morning. 

After the gathering we went to the ashram kitchen to eat 
something before going to bed. In the kitchen I told a friend 
of my experience in the gathering. When I spoke about Adi 
Da’s “mad talking dance,” another friend who overheard me 
said that he had had a similar experience at that time. 

Over the next couple of days I asked several other of my 
friends what their experience of the evening was, and it 
turned out that some of them had also noticed the same 
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thing—that during that particular dance, Adi Da was speaking 
their thoughts as well. 

I don’t know if absolutely everything He was saying 
during that dance that evening was the thoughts of those 
around Him—I wouldn’t be surprised if it were—but 
whatever one could say was going on, it was a demonstration 
to me of Adi Da’s unique relationship to everything in His 
sphere, be it His identity with it. His state of non-separation 
from it, or His condition of inherently defenseless 
vulnerability to it. He had always told us that the way that He 
taught was a spontaneous reflection of us, not of who He Is; 
maybe this evening was a “Don’t-you-see? Don’t-you-get- 
it?” demonstration of that: in this case, the Play of His words 
being the unmediated mirror of our minds. 

Through the bodily eyes, I can look into the room, but 
I am literally Seeing everywhere. It Is an Extraordinary 
Process, Beyond ordinary human comprehension—but It 
Is Really So. 

I am Associated with all the dimensions of Reality — 
altogether and everywhere. 

I am not localized in a body or in a mind. I have an 
apparent association with This Body, for the Sake of 
everyone—but It Is 1 ( As I Am) Who am Associated with 
This Body. 

I am not an egoic entity. Therefore, I am not aware in 
egoic-entity terms. This is not a matter of mere belief, but 
it is “Known” to be so if you devotionally recognize Me 
and Really “Locate” Me. Devotional Communion with 
Me is about “Perfect Knowledge” of Me, not mere belief 
in Me. .../... 
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If you truly enter into devotional Communion with 
Me, you “Know” Me in the Non-localized sense—and 
you are (Thus and Thereby) Unbound, by Me, from your 
own localized existence as well. 

The appearance of localized existence is going to be 
destroyed, in time. Every local appearance is going to 
die. Therefore, it is self-evident that you should make 
use of the brief occasion of embodiment to Realize That 
Which Is Non-local—Reality Itself, Prior to time and 
place and “point of view”. Reality Itself Is the Only God 
There Is. 

By patterned tendency, people presume they have to 
hold on to a fixed (or localized) position. People are 
afraid to be released from localized awareness to the 
Non-localized Self-Nature, Self-Condition, and Self- 
State of Reality Itself—because to be so released is to 
lose “point of view”. It is absolutely true that you are 
going to lose life as you “know” it. Only when the 
Love-Bliss of Non-localized devotional Communion 
with Me is Obvious will you permit the dissolution of 
“point of view” to be Perfect. 

Perfect devotional Communion with Me involves the 
dissolution of every thins. —the dissolution of body, of all 
energy, all forms, all “worlds”, all mind, all concepts. 
In Perfect devotional Communion with Me, moment to 
moment release of “point of view” to Non-localized 
Reality Itself becomes your pleasure. In that case, this 
“world” (whether gross or subtle) becomes truly 
humorous and livable. And, in that case, this “world” 
can be made truly sacred. 

(The Aletheon, p. 1759-1760) 









Indoor Yajna I 171 


During a gathering around mid-June 1987, early into the 
dancing, we all formed a circle along the edges of the stage; 
Adi Da was in the center. He moved around within the circle, 
now and then pointing to someone then swinging His arm 
down to point to the center of the platform, indicating for that 
devotee to come into the middle and dance. He joked with 
whoever was dancing, all the while continually scanning the 
circle of devotees. 

There was some space on either side of where Kathleen 
stood. I saw Adi Da go over and stand next to her. While still 
watching the devotees in the center dancing. He tilted His 
head slightly toward her and said something. I noticed her 
blush, and then reply. She later told me that He had asked her 
if it was alright for Him to stand beside her. She had said, “Of 
course.” 

A couple of weeks later Adi Da began doing something 
He had never done before in the gatherings—He danced with 
individual devotees. One evening He danced individually 
with a few of the women in the ashram, the next evening with 
a few of the men. Just saying “dancing” can’t describe what 
really happened. The music we danced to was often heavy- 
rhythmed and strong, by groups like The Talking Heads, 
Police, Simply Red or Lionel Richie. Sometimes Adi Da 
would pulse out the beat in bold, bounced steps across the 
stage; sometimes His dance was like iconography from the 
Hindu or Buddhist pantheon, stationary, using only subtle 
gestures to punctuate the flow of the music’s energy. Each 
devotee’s interaction with Him was like a confluence of two 
streams working out their meeting amidst submerged 
boulders and fallen trees, an unpredictable sequence of 
approach, embrace, avert, caress, cuff, dodge, intertwine and 
swirl. 
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One occasion with the men I remember most vividly. Adi 
Da was alone on the dance floor. The music was blaring. His 
body was bouncing with the rhythm as He strode back and 
forth. Ryan, shit-faced grinning in love with his Spiritual 
Master, jumped up onto the platform and began to dance with 
Adi Da. He pushed Ryan away. Ryan came back to dance 
around Him some more. Adi Da shoved him away again, 
seeming to feign disapproval. Ryan then went behind Adi Da 
and threw his arms around Him, clinging, tightly pressing his 
chest against the Guru's back, laying his head between Adi 
Da’s shoulder blades, that love-impassioned grin still 
plastered on his face. Adi Da tossed and twisted, trying to 
shake Ryan off, but he hung on. He struggled even more 
vigorously, lifting Ryan off the ground. Ryan hung on. Then, 
suddenly, Adi Da relaxed. Tilting His head up and back. His 
face went round and full with a beatific smile. And, standing 
there, with Ryan still clinging to His back, He melted the 
entire Giving Coat and all of us into a swoon of watery bliss. 
We all ooohh’ed and moaned in the surging pleasure of His 
palpable, swollen Presence. 

Good for Ryan—he persisted. And what a demonstration 
of Adi Da’s own surrender. 

Regardless of our gathering schedule, during the day we 
all still had three hours of meditation and puja to do, as well 
as our many services to perform. And Adi Da always worked 
several hours on His Dawn Horse Testament, with the 
resulting editorial work. Additionally, we were constantly 
creating a variety of other special occasions for Him and His 
children. As intense and demanding as everything about our 
lives was, we were nevertheless totally enlivened by the 
process we were in with Him. It seemed as if we were buoyed 
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by His intention that this period of instruction make a 
difference. 

It was Saturday, July 11, 1987, Guru Pumima , the traditional 
day for celebrating the relationship to one’s spiritual master. I 
didn’t get up for meditation this particular morning, so there 
must have been an unusually late gathering the night before. 
It was probably around 9 or 10 a.m. when the shadows of 
palm trees abandoned my window and the brightness of the 
sun combined with the mounting noise of lunch preparations 
from the nearby kitchen to stir me awake. 

As I slowly opened my eyes, I was drawn into an 
awareness not of my body and the environment, but of deep 
happiness and joy. I sat up on the side of the bed. Prior to the 
body’s motion to awaken and become active I felt myself 
alive in an unconditional and uncaused happiness. Moreover, 
I could neither locate the happiness “in” the body nor find a 
cause or reason for it. 

As I allowed myself to experience the happiness, to be 
relaxed into it, and even observe it, I saw that it was inherent 
to the being and had nothing to do with “me.” Despite the 
simplicity, the obviousness, even pleasurableness of this 
condition, the lack of reference to “me” or the body, and the 
absence of self-definition accompanying this raw, undefined 
happiness, was unsettling. For the next two hours I did 
everything possible to get rid of the feeling: I got upset with 
my friends, started arguments, and looked for whatever I 
could find to criticize in the ashram. By lunchtime I had 
succeeded. Well, “succeed” is a poor word to describe the 
failure to make use of such an extraordinary and gratuitous 
gift. Then I remembered—today was Guru Purnima. And 
before—there was Saint Dingleboonie’s day. 
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Four months previous, Adi Da had spoken to us about a 
humorous “tradition” that had spontaneously begun in the 
ashram sometime in the 1970s: “Saint Dingleboonie’s Day,” 
April 13 th . On Saint Dingleboonie’s Day devotees could offer 
requests to the intercessor, “Saint Dingleboonie.” These 
prayers could be for anything—anything—and Saint 
Dingleboonie would personally bring them to the mystery 
grantor of prayers, and they would (if auspicious for practice) 
be fulfilled. Anything: money, weight loss, love, realization, 
new car, TV. Anything. 

This “tradition” had gotten lost in recent years, but this 
year Adi Da remembered it and suggested that perhaps “Saint 
Dingleboonie,” would again be willing to receive both sacred 
and secular solicitations and pass them on to Flim, the 
mystery grantor of prayers and requests. 

Just a few nights previous to His mentioning Saint 
Dingleboonie, we had come to an agreement with Flim about 
Tightening His hermitage. We agreed that we would all 
intensively apply ourselves to everything in practice and that 
by Guru Purnima whoever was not yet ready for spiritual 
initiation at practice level 1.3 would have to leave hermitage. 
My supplication to Saint Dingleboonie was that I be ready for 
that initiation. 

“Hearing” is the principal criteria for the transition to 
Level 1.3. “Flearing” means that one has come to a most 
summary and fundamental understanding of self as 
contraction only—the activity of separation and the 
presumption of separate identity. 

There is another expression, “The Lesson of Life,” which 
refers to the discovery that one cannot become Flappy, one 
can only Be Flappy. Adi Da considered “The Lesson of Life” 
a necessary understanding for devotees approaching Flim as 
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spiritual Master. To “get” this lesson meant that one knew 
that the search for happiness was fruitless. If one hadn’t 
gotten this lesson, then even when in Adi Da’s company one 
would continue to seek, and, thus, not even notice what He 
really had to offer. 

I had made my supplication to Saint Dingleboonie, and 
today was Guru Purnima, the day of reckoning. We would 
most likely gather again this evening, and Adi Da would ask 
who was staying and who was leaving based on the 
agreement. I had to justify being able to stay. 

We did gather that evening. He did ask. Lists weren’t 
ready, but I spoke up and told the story of my experience that 
morning. After recounting the details, I continued with my 
interpretation of it: 

“So, I felt the happiness but I could see myself doing all 
these things to get rid of it. I saw myself creating the 
conflicts. I saw myself being judgmental and critical. It was 
clear that I was doing it, that I was responsible for causing the 
separation.” 

“Yes,” He responded, “but it seems you were most 
impressed by the inherent quality of the happiness itself. That 
sounds like the “Lesson of Life.” 

“Yes, but Love-Ananda, I saw myself throwing it away—” 

“True, but that’s not exactly ‘hearing.’ You were noticing 
things you were doing, perhaps as a reaction to something 
else, but in fact, what really got your attention was the 
inherent nature of the happiness.” 

I knew He was right. I was stretching the point as much as 
I could, ignoring the obvious, for the sake of trying to justify 
staying in hermitage. I continued: 
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“You’re right, Love-Ananda. It was truly remarkable. And 
because to be ‘hearing’ by Guru Purnima had been my 
request on Saint Dingleboonie’s day, I felt it as Your gift.” 

“And you think that had something to do with this 
experience?” 

And you think that had something to do with this 
experience? I could feel Adi Da probing me with His 
question: Was this the same Dennis who had blamed Him for 
what happened to Rebecca, or had he matured and this new 
attribution of intervention was based on true devotional 
recognition of Him, free of his childish/adolescent 
religiosity? 

“Yes, Love-Ananda, I do. Thank you.” 

He seemed very attentive to the way I responded. And, to 
me, the slight nod of His head and almost imperceptible 
“Tcha” communicated His reception of my gratitude. 

Over the days following Guru Purnima the cultural 
representatives reported to Adi Da that they didn’t feel 
anyone was ready for the 1.3 transition, and they 
recommended everyone be allowed to stay on in hermitage. 
He accepted their recommendation. I was reprieved. 

1987 was the last year Adi Da ever “celebrated” Saint 
Dingleboonie’s Day. 

Clearly I had understood something greater about Adi Da 
and my relationship to Him, but I, like my friends, was still 
dealing with the very beginnings of practice. 

It was the gathering of August 2 nd . Adi Da had been strongly 
critical of our tendency to relate to Him conventionally and to 
not understand and rightly value the Spiritual relationship to 
Him. Here we were, He said, spending all this time with Him, 
and yet we hadn’t discovered how to relate to Him as our 
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unique Spiritual advantage. The gatherings were both 
instruction and a test—and we weren’t passing the test. We 
were content to relate to Him conventionally, it seemed. 

We were past crossover and had sung opera for about an 
hour. It was time to dance. We were keenly aware that in this 
evening’s dancing Adi Da would be looking for a change in 
the way we related to Him—a change that demonstrated we 
understood His criticism. 

A few minutes after the dancing had begun, Adi Da 
gestured for Kathleen to join another woman on the stage. 
They danced the next song, then both sat down. 

A forceful beat rose from the speakers. It was Lionel 
Richie’s Don’t Stop. Adi Da spoke out suddenly, “All right, 
Kathleen, you’ve got it!” 

She stood up. He turned to face her and reached out and 
touched her arm. I could tell she was either a little hesitant or 
confused. I think she was surprised to be dancing alone with 
Him, but that was His obvious intent. 

At first Kathleen seemed a bit awkward, but at some point 
something shifted for her and from that moment on the 
dancing “just happened.” With Adi Da obviously taking the 
lead, for the next eight minutes the two of them covered the 
dance floor in embraces and separations evoking images of a 
passionate French cabaret Apache dance: strong then soft, 
embracing then releasing, all over the stage, standing up and 
on the floor. They moved in a singleness of indefinable space, 
unbounded energy, and free feeling. 

When the music finally faded to its end, everyone broke 
into a raucousness of cheers and whistles and applause. 
Kathleen, appealing mindless and perhaps mildly disoriented, 
sat down. Adi Da remained standing in the middle of the 
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stage. He thanked Kathleen for the dance and said, “How un- 
Protestant of you, Kathleen!” 

At the next gathering Adi Da mentioned how the 
following morning He remembered the dance with Kathleen 
and likened it, in feeling, to the dances of Fred Astaire and 
Ginger Rogers. He referred to Himself and Kathleen as “Da 
Astaire and Ginger Stilwell,” and to the occasion as “The 
Great Dance.” He asked me how I felt about it. 

I wanted to tell Him I thought it was wonderful and 
graceful and whatever positive statements I could make, but I 
knew I had to speak my most fundamental emotion: 

“Love-Ananda, I ... I was devastated.” 

“Devastated. Hmm.” 

When I said “devastated,” my friends broke into laughter. 
However primal “devastated” was as a response, they knew 
what I meant. Maybe their laughter was a relief of their own 
anxiety. Or maybe they were just glad they weren’t in my 
shoes at that moment. 

Adi Da simply acknowledged my response and went on to 
the next subject of consideration for the evening. 

The next night, however, He brought up my response. 
Speaking to everyone He said: 

“The other night Ginger—Kathleen—and I had this happy 
dance. She was moved to express her happiness as a devotee 
of Mine and dance free with Me. It was a happy dance, a free 
dance. 

“Now, when I asked her intimate, Dennis, what he felt 
about it, he said he was ‘devastated.’ He could have said 
‘inspired.’ He could have said ‘liberated.’ But he didn’t. He 
said he was ‘devastated’.” He looked at me. 

“So. Dennis. What about it?” 
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Engaging me with His characteristic, “What about it?” we 
were into the next round of considering my emotional-sexual 
character. (I so welcomed His help and His clarity. His regard 
carried with it a blessing force that I could feel in my body 
and psyche. Cooperating with the force of His blessing, I felt, 
was moving me beyond the otherwise inescapable complicity 
with, or reaction to, the patterns of my life.) 

I responded: 

“Love-Ananda, when I said ‘devastated,’ it was true, that’s 
how I felt. I saw how Kathleen danced so freely and 
unselfconsciously, and I felt that in that mood she wasn’t 
mine. She was just herself, Kathleen, independent of me. And 
being free, she didn’t have to be with me—she could never 
come back. I felt something about being alone, too. I didn’t 
feel free. I felt the need for an other, and I didn’t have one.” 

Adi Da responded with a remarkable talk about the egoic 
need to own and control in emotional-sexual relationships. 
But more than that ordinary level of relational self¬ 
understanding He expected of us, He spoke of its spiritual 
significance. From my notes that evening: 

“You are threatened by your intimate’s motive to realize 
the Truth, to be Free, to be Happy, without any dependency 
on you whatsoever. 

“Every one of you, whether you are presently involved in 
an intimacy or not, is threatened by the potential in that other, 
promiscuous potential too, but by the ultimate potential to be 
Free, to realize the Divine Condition, and the lesser and 
ordinary human potential to get old, to suffer, to get ill, and to 
die. You are threatened by this potential in the other and in 
yourself. It threatens your fundamental motive to own, to be 
consoled, to regularize, to absolutize, to make permanent the 
conditions you depend on. 
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“You are always threatened. What is threatened is your 
base position as a living and separate being that wants to 
freeze reality into a conditional state and context of 
dependence, and have it be permanent.” 

Adi Da looked directly at me, “So I suggest perhaps that 
was something you were experiencing in that dance. Right?” 

“Yes. That’s right, Love-Ananda.” 

“Of course it was nonsense. There wasn’t anything in the 
dance itself that was about that. But you somehow perceived 
it as such. It keyed into your psyche relative to this egoic 
matter. And of course, it’s a fruitless search. An utterly 
fruitless motivation. Utterly. All the things you fear might 
happen, will happen. They are going to happen. No doubt, 
without fail, absolutely, they’re going to happen. Everything 
you depend on now is going to be lost. Everything. 
Everything . Every one .” 

He was now laughing, “What a plan! What a Plan !” 

Enveloped in Adi Da’s laughter, laughing with Him, 
infused with His Freedom, we were relieved, at least for that 
moment, of an unfounded seriousness about ourselves. He 
continued: 

“So the ego is inherently threatened, and forever 
threatened. But the ego is also unnecessary. And it’s not the 
truth, therefore it can be observed. It can be understood. It 
can be transcended. You must simply stop opposing it by 
coming to great understanding and becoming wise and truly 
Free. So, however much we may cling to one another, all of 
us are here necessarily, ultimately, to see every other dance in 
complete Freedom, to infinity. And that’s the gift we must 
give one another—that possibility. You cannot rightly 
embrace another without valuing the Great Freedom.” 
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Truth Heals. No matter what we ever talked about, Adi Da 
would lift the conversation to its relevance to the Great 
Matter: Realization Itself, Freedom, Truth. Regardless of the 
woof, warp, or weave, the fabric of the gatherings was always 
Beauty Itself, Grace, and Blessing. I was becoming aware, 
little by little, how Adi Da was everything He confessed 
Himself to be—including non-separate from me. 

As the gatherings continued, we were all drawn, face-to- 
face, into the bitter-sweet magnificence of the ordeal of His 
teaching demonstration. For me, Indoor Yajna was a great 
process of self-understanding through entering into 
relationship with Adi Da as teacher. It was about self¬ 
understanding and it was about understanding the relationship 
to Him and entering into that relationship for real. And it was 
difficult. And it was wonderful. And He was magnificent and 
love itself and sacrifice. 

Indoor Yajna was also a time of discipline. True devotion, 
true love of Him, He said, would show itself in self- 
transcending self-discipline; but assuming the practical 
disciplines of the body-mind was a response, in love, to Him, 
to His instruction, not a means to attain anything. During 
Indoor Yajna, then, in addition to reiterating His entire 
teaching relative to the foundations of Adidam, He was 
looking for us to actually establish that foundation for real. 

In a later gathering, at crossover, Greg suggested to Adi 
Da that we move directly to the “fourth option” (the first 
three being poetry, opera, or dance). 

“A fourth option?” Adi Da asked. 

“Yes,” Greg said, and began playing devotional music. 

“Stop! Turn it off! It's not time for that.” 

Greg tried this tactic a couple of times that week, but Adi 
Da refused to allow it. I guess He wanted to make sure we 
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had got the point that the foundation of self-understanding, 
self-discipline, and self-transcendence was integral to the 
devotional response to Him. After all, Indoor Yajna was 
necessitated by us not having understood it previously. 

Toward the end of October 1987, another round of 
practice level considerations determined that Kathleen and I 
would leave hermitage and return to the larger devotee 
culture. Much had happened over our fourteen months in 
hermitage; much had changed in our relationship to each 
other; much had changed in each of our relationships to Adi 
Da. Prior to being asked to come to hermitage both of us had 
awakened to a simplicity and fullness of desire to be with 
Him and to serve Him personally. Now, a year and two 
months later we had been given every opportunity to enact 
that, demonstrate that, and have that tested. And now, very 
soon, we would leave. 

In our next to last gathering with Adi Da, October 18 or 
19, 1987, He asked if we knew where we were going after we 
left hermitage. We told Him it was still in consideration. 
“Consideration” must have been something of a trigger word 
that night, as with that our friends broke into a loud, slurred 
cacophony of geographical references and justifications: 

“They should go to Europe, Dennis speaks French!” 

“They should go to California and serve the culture there!” 

Adi Da fried out His own suggestion, “Maybe they should 
go to Boston.” 

“Yeah, Boston.” “No Europe.” “No, Chicago.” “No, 
Marin.” And on and on. The rowdiness was much more fun 
than constructive. 

Then Adi Da pressed Himself upright in His chair and 
bellowed, “Don’t go past Suva!” 
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The room quieted. Suva was the capital of Fiji. A group of 
devotees lived there. It was considered part of hermitage. 
Don’t go past Suva. I wish I had felt it then as I understand it 
today: He was saying. “I want you to stay close to Me.” I 
didn’t—but He was. 

A gathering was called the night of October 20 th . This was 
to be our last occasion of being in His physical company 
before leaving. We all drove out to gather with Him in His 
still unfinished residence on the other side of the Island, an 
area known as “The Matrix.” We were scheduled to leave on 
The Persistent at 3:00 a.m. the next morning—about 9 hours 
from when the gathering began. 

Sometime toward the end of the first half of the gathering 
Adi Da turned to Kathleen and me and said, “Going to go 
away from here for a while tonight?” 

“Yes we are,” we both said. 

“You know I love you, don’t you?” 

“Yes we do.” 

“I love your company, and I love you both. I really 
enjoyed your time with Me here.” 

“You’ve given us so much, Love-Ananda,” Kathleen said, 
her eyes filling with tears. 

“I really enjoyed the development of our friendships here 
and I value and cherish your company,” He continued. 

“It's the most precious thing for me, Love-Ananda,” I 
said, my eyes also wet with emotion. 

“So now you’re going to go and do some good work. Are 
you full then?” 

“Yes, Love-Ananda.” 

“And happy to do this service?” 

“Yes we are.” 
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“That’s good. I look forward to our next meeting and news 
about you in the meantime.” 

Kathleen and I were, as you would guess, full of emotion, 
swelled with tears of happiness and of leaving. Adi Da’s 
intimate embrace of us was almost too much to bear. I had 
never heard Him speak to anyone like this before. I thought. 
You don’t have to say these things. 

Soon it was crossover time. Adi Da stood up and we 
quickly cleared ourselves out of the center of the room to 
where He strode and stopped. He called to Kathleen and me: 
“Come, we should have our hugs and kisses now, so we 
won’t have missed them in case we forget them later.” 

We each embraced our dearest intimate and Guru, Adi Da, 
Love-Ananda, one at a time, and kissed Him for what could 
have been the last time. He hugged and squeezed me, and 
while we still embraced, He spoke into my ear, “Remember 
that day with the kite, Dennis? Remember that day with the 
kite?” Like that day, I was again speechless. I finally told 
Him that I did remember and that I loved Him. How I wish, 
though, I could have thanked Him for the time I asked for on 
that day—the time He had given me to live with Him and the 
time He had invested in me during these past fourteen 
months. It was time I needed. 

As Adi Da waited for the crossover music to begin, Greg 
called out, “Love-Ananda, I really think it’s time for the 
fourth option.” 

Adi Da nodded His assent, and instead of the passionate 
strains of opera came the even more deeply passionate 
invocation of the Hymn of the True Heart Master (Adi Da’s 
free rendering of the traditional Guru Gita ) recorded by a 
devotee. We all sang along. 
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Greg next put on a song called I Am Who You Are. It had 
been especially composed from Adi Da’s own teaching for a 
devotee, Crane Kirkbride, to record. Crane was an opera 
aficionado and singer, and long-time devotee, well-known to 
Adi Da. This was the first time He would hear it. 

Adi Da stood in the middle of the room, head slightly 
tilted down, listening, delicately rocking from side to side, 
shifting His weight from one foot to the other, seeming to 
bask in Crane’s obvious devotion. When the song finished, 
Adi Da called to Greg, “Play it again!” 

This time we all joined in: Mine is the first Submission, 
Mine is the first Sacrifice. This is the Heart of My Confession. 
Be Heart found, by Me, the Only One Who h. I Am Who you 
Are, Beloved. 

Everything about the song, everything about Adi Da being 
there, receiving it, swelled the room with deepest devotional 
love. He, too, filled the room, with His fortissimo tenor in 
passionate confirmation of His own words: I Am Who you 

Are ... 

When the song was done, Greg called out, “Love-Ananda, 
Crane really went beyond himself in that.” 

“Yes! That’s what you’re supposed to do!” Adi Da was 
smiling, happy, radiant. 

He called to Kathleen and me again for a final embrace. 
We held each other so dearly and kissed. Still holding me, He 
whispered in my ear, “Always be Mine.” Then, letting me go, 
He reached over to Kathleen and embraced her. They held 
each other and kissed. He whispered something to her as 
well. As we left His embrace we both fell to the floor, our 
faces flooded with tears. We lightly touched and kissed His 
feet, then knelt there as He left the room, others of our friends 
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swooning in the ecstasy of His Love-Blissful Spiritual 
Descent. 

He had brought us through the beginnings of practice and 
had broken open our human he aits. Now we were leaving. He 
would continue His instruction with the ashram in the 
Spiritual stages of practice. Even as much as I would have 
liked to stay, it seemed right to leave. I needed time to 
practice the devotion He had grown in me, and the human 
lessons He had given. 

We returned to the village with two hours to finish our 
going-away gifts and to pack. At 3:30 a.m. we boarded The 
Persistent and began the ordeal of travel to Suva and then, 
ultimately, to the United States. 


C! 



PART III 



A Life with Purpose 


L IVING IN HERMITAGE WITH ADI DA had clarified my 
life: I wanted to live with Him and to serve Him as 
directly as possible. And whenever I couldn’t, wherever I 
was, I wanted to make as much difference for Him in my 
service as possible. I didn’t think about it this way at the time, 
but I know I felt it: I knew I could trust Him. I had seen all 
sides of Him—His sweetness. His despondency, His humor, 
His passion to be of service, His directness, His anger, the 
ordinariness of the miraculous around Him. In His freedom 
He was indeed unpredictable, but that was the nature of His 
spontaneous response to everything around Him and to the 
necessities of His work. His spontaneity merely honed the 
edge of our practice in relationship to Him. Every bit of life 
around Him was as He said: “a blessing, a lesson, or a test.” 
His pairing words to me were “Always be Mine.” I knew I 
could—and would. 

Leaving Naitauba, Kathleen and I went to Suva thinking 
we would live and serve there. It turned out, though, that 
because there wasn’t actually a sufficient budget to support 
an additional couple, a conversation immediately began about 
us returning to the United States. Even though Adi Da had at 
one point directly told us “Don’t go past Suva,” in a later 
address to us He seemed to allow that Adidam’s service 
needs might require us to go elsewhere. If the situation in 
Suva had seemed more flexible, I would have put more effort 
into staying there, but the managers in Adidam strongly 
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lobbied for us to return to California, so we agreed. One of 
the things Kathleen and I would be doing was telling the story 
of our time with Adi Da to both devotees and public. Because 
we had persisted as newer devotees through an extended 
gathering period with Him, we also represented the 
possibility of other newer devotees themselves entering into 
such direct relationship with Him. 

Shortly after returning to California we heard that a new, 
California-based, communications manager for the Free 
Renunciate Order was needed. The Free Renunciate Order 
(FRO) included Adi Da and the group of spiritually advanced 
devotees (four at the time). This manager was responsible for 
the practicalities of preparing all kinds of communications for 
presentation to Adi Da. It was a very direct, demanding, and 
responsible function which, at the time, included writing a 
daily summary directly to Adi Da. Because of my recent 
experience in hermitage and aptitude on the computer and 
general administrative and organizational skills, the Adidam 
managers in California recommended to hermitage that I do 
the function. The response from Fiji was a very sobering 
reality check for me. They said that they couldn’t present my 
name to Adi Da for this position because they felt He “wasn’t 
yet over” the Mortimer Adler incident. 

Their comment hit me like simultaneous kicks in the solar 
plexus and the heart. I hadn’t even thought about how Adi Da 
may have felt. Their response made me feel how easy it was 
to dissociate from Him and not feel Him in human terms. I 
seemed to quickly revert to a superficiality, and saw again 
how, at least for me, being anything other than superficial 
required a real and constant discipline of feeling and 
relationship (and feeling in relationship). My “yoga” 
(practice) was, at least in its foundations, a necessarily human 
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yoga. As true as that was, though, I was still missing the 
point. Seriousness, or becoming human, wasn’t just about 
“feeling” and becoming more and more relationally mature; 
seriousness was about recognizing Who was in front of me 
and surrendering to that One utterly, allowing that One to 
Liberate me into non-separate, utterly inclusive, undefended 
egoless Love Itself (or Reality Itself), beyond all the illusory 
convolutions of the separate “I” and its apparent relations. 
Such surrender was, in Adi Da’s teaching, a natural sign of 
what it was to be truly human. 

It would be another eighteen months before I felt Adi Da 
acknowledged that the Mortimer Adler incident was done. 
There were transitional steps in that process, but in the 
meantime, I stayed involved in the communications service, 
helping out with technical and administrative tasks, and, in 
fact, notwithstanding my own subjectivity, Adi Da continued 
to allow me to be close to Him. 

On March 30, 1988, Adi Da left hermitage to begin a brief 
time of travel. He first went to New Zealand where He met 
with devotees in Auckland, and then came to California. 
From California He would go to the sanctuary in Hawaii, then 
return to Naitauba. 

For Adi Da’s arrival in California, I helped prepare a large 
room at the Marin Adidam center where He was to meet with 
devotees. My service upon His arrival was to help Him take 
off His sandals inside the entrance to the room. 

As He arrived, I knelt behind the foot mat that was placed 
just to the left and inside His entrance door. I was used to Adi 
Da taking off His sandals in a particular way and helping Him 
as I had sometimes done during the gatherings on Naitauba, 
but as He entered the room and turned toward the mat. 
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instead of stepping onto the foot mat, waiting for me to 
stabilize His sandals, and then stepping backwards out of 
them. He stopped in front of the mat then gracefully lifted His 
left foot and extended it towards me. He held His foot there, 
gently floated in the space above the floor, as if offering a 
delicate gift. I slid His sandal off and placed it on the mat. He 
then did the same with His right foot. The difference I felt in 
the quality and feeling of Adi Da’s gesture so touched me. 
Even this simplicity expressed the unique sacrifice that was 
His voluntary dependence on devotees; it was paid of His 
service to us, a gifting of His body to devotees to care for. It 
was clear that sensitivity in service to Him was one of the 
keys to liberation: like He had always said, “I offer you a 
relationship, not a technique.” 

Adi Da stayed at the home of a devotee in Marin for a 
couple of days then went to the Mountain Of Attention 
Sanctuary. The next five months were characterized by cycles 
of instruction, sittings with Him, criticism, and His re¬ 
empowerment of the Holy Sites there. I remember two 
particular - talks He gave during this time. 

He had just spent the past year on Naitauba taking us all 
through a consideration of the fundamentals of practice. 
During one of His first talks at the Mountain Of Attention He 
observed, “You all just don’t seem to ‘get’ the connection 
between self-discipline and Realization.” And it was true— 
what was obvious to devotees in the traditional setting 
seemed to escape us. A devotee said to Him, “Love-Ananda, 
even as a beginner, Your teaching has made me feel so free of 
concern for the body-mind.” He responded, “Well then, if 
you feel so free, be free enough to discipline it!” 

On another occasion, talking about the significance of 
transcending the body-mind, He spoke about how the brain is 
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designed to limit experience, that we have something like a 
steel cap on our heads that’s meant to limit our experience to 
perception by the five or six senses. One of the things 
spiritual practice accomplishes secondarily, He said, is to 
help human beings move beyond that limit, progressively, 
without going insane. Ultimately, however, Perfect 
Realization was the transcendence of all limits of 
objectification and separation and difference altogether, in 
Consciousness Itself. And that Realization couldn’t be 
“caused,” because it stood prior to all conditionality. 

During this time, too, Adi Da did accept me to be the 
communications manager. His comment to me was, “Dennis 
should know that the service is about real content in response 
to Me, not just nice words.” He was referring to a strategy of 
writing to Him using positive language, anticipatory 
statements, and hopeful predictions (“blah-blah,” He dubbed 
it) to boost an otherwise content-deficient report into 
acceptability. (“All hat and no cattle” was one of His favorite 
idioms for this.) It was an approach that never worked. I felt 
His comment relieve me of the potential sense of 
responsibility or guilt for what was beyond my control. It was 
a reminder that my responsibility was my direct relationship 
to Him, with no gaming. 


As My Devotee, Your life Involves All Kinds Of Doings, 
In Your Devotional Attachment To Me (and Your True 
Whole bodily Turning To Me). 

Those Doings Generate Various Kinds Of Signs, 
Results, and So On. Which Then Take The Form Of All 
The Different Varieties Of Gifts To Me. 

...!... 
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Thus, The Cultivation Of Right Relationship To Me 
through The Offering Of Gifts To Me Is Always , In Its 
Essence, A Matter Of Your Real Devotional Attachment 
To Me, The Fundamental Turning Of Your Whole (or 
Total psycho-physical) being To Me. 

If You Are My True Devotee, You Must (Necessarily) 
Be In Right Relationship To Me . 

Otherwise, I Am Un-Real To You. 

If I Am Un-Real To You, You Will Inevitably Create 
An egoically “Programmed” (and, Necessarily, 
Abusive) Form Of Pseudo-“Relationship” to Me. 

The Gathering Of My True Devotees Must Create 
Right Relationship To Me Through Gifts To Me. 

Right Relationship To Me Cannot Be Created On 
Any Other Basis. 

You Cannot Create Right Relationship To Me On 
The Basis Of Mere Affirmations. 

You Must Offer Me Real Gifts, In The Form Of Real 
Results Of Action In the daily “world” In which You 
Practice, and Real (Accountably Demonstrated) Growth 
In Right and True Practice Of The “Radical” Reality- 
Way Of The Heart. 

(from The Dawn Horse Testament) 


At this time, there was little in the form of “gifts” that 
devotees could offer Adi Da. Without gifts—the evidence of 
our understanding who He is and of our self-transcending 
devotional response—He could not do His Work as Spiritual 
Master. He obliged Himself to correct us. In practical terms 
this meant a lot of communications back and forth with 
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devotees responsible for the sacred institution and culture, 
notes and reports. This made the function of communications 
manager quite intense. For the most part, I was either serving 
communications or on-call all the time, generally sleeping 
only two or three hours at night, then catnapping here and 
there. I recall after a few weeks of this being jarred awake 
one morning by an urgent telephone call. As I was ripped out 
of sleep, my lungs gasped in a hotness that felt like breathing 
in fire. I was capable of waking up into a fully clear and 
functional mode, but this erratic sleeping schedule and 
everything else that this service required was not a 
sustainable lifestyle. Fortunately, though, periods of rest and 
recuperation seemed to spontaneously appear, even within 
this erratic cycle. 

The most rudimentary rule of right and true 
devotional practice in My Divine Avataric Company is 
always to bring gifts to Me, and always to keep your 
word to Me. If My Blessing-Response to you is pleasant 
and positive, it is an affirmation that your gifts and your 
word and vow to Me are right and true and good. If I 
Criticize you, then you should understand that you have 
been giftless and not true to your word and vow to Me, 
and (therefore) you have not related to Me 
appropriately. However, if you are truly devotionally 
turned to Me, you do not react negatively to My 
Criticism—and you do not indulge in feeling bad about 
your “self”. If you are truly devotionally turned to Me, 
My Criticism converts you at heart, then and there. 

(The Aletheon, pp. 561-562) 
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In the beginning of September, still frustrated with the 
lack of signs of devotees’ effective service and practice, Adi 
Da went to Tumomama Sanctuary, on Kauai, Hawaii. After a 
couple of days, Kathleen was called over to Tumomama to do 
editorial. She would also transcribe His communications and 
process reports. Only Kathleen was invited. I and all the other 
support staff were specifically told to not come. 

Kathleen’s schedule began with editorial in the early 
evening, often going through the night to around 6 a.m. 
Transcribing began at around noon and finished at around 
5 p.m. Processing reports began at around 5 p.m. and seemed 
to never finish. So 6 a.m. to noon was open—well—not 
exactly. She had to be available from 6 a.m. to 8 a.m. for any 
questions about editorial or reports, then there was 
meditation, puja ... oh yes, eating. But then again, with all 
the inevitable unexpecteds, meditation and puja—and 
eating—often got short shrift. It turned out that she had to 
manage on about three hours of sleep per day. Speaking to 
Kathleen on the phone was heart-wrenching. Although she 
always ta lk s about this time in Tumomama as being one of 
the happiest for her—she never complained—I had never 
heard anyone’s voice communicate such utter exhaustion. 

We pleaded with Adi Da to let us send help for Kathleen, 
but He said that until Adidarn got itself straight He couldn’t 
accept additional service from devotees, so no one else could 
come over. For us in California it was a daily ordeal of 
pressing into all the aspects of publication, mission, our 
public centers, cultural leadership, and education. Finally, 
after about two weeks, Adi Da gave the OK for me and others 


to come over. 
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I was excited about going to Tumomama. This would be my 
first time visiting what was known as the hidden jewel of 
Adidam. Indeed, on first sight it was stunningly beautiful. 
The distant backdrop to the main gate was the rain cloud- 
enshrouded Mount Wai’ale’ale. The ground was so full of life 
energy that it pushed the tropical plants up to a turgid fullness 
that dwarfed anything I had ever seen, even in Fiji. 
Everything was a deep emerald green, and big, and lush, and 
vibrant with untamed vitality. The earth-born vitality itself 
seemed to invoke the mist and draw the rain down from the 
sky. This was paradise on earth. 

Entering the Sanctuary I walked through the front gate and 
onto the expanse of rolling lawn that cradled everything 
there: Adi Da’s house, a fire site, a darshan site (“darshan” 
means sighting the Guru), a Holy Tree, His hammock, and 
resident housing. As I passed through the gates I was 
immediately enveloped by Adi Da’s Presence. It’s something 
like the transition you feel when you’re slightly cool and 
suddenly met by the rush of a warm breeze. It’s that distinct. 
It’s obvious. It’s tangible to the senses. Everything about me 
responded. My body breathed deeply and relaxed. I felt 
embraced and blessed and happy—once again with my Guru. 

So, we, the cavalry, had arrived. I was there to help out in 
editorial, communications, and reports. Another 
transcriptionist had arrived for communications, and in the 
meantime Kathleen had recruited several volunteers from the 
local devotee community to help out in editorial. Our work 
space was in a small building situated just outside the main 
gates to the Sanctuary. 

Editorial was the priority. We received Adi Da’s writing 
and change pages sometime in the evening, worked on them 
generally all night, and Kathleen took them over to Him by 5 
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a.m., which is when He wanted to start. Kathleen had been 
doing everything, but now I was to do the daily editorial 
reports. However, with my first one, Adi Da responded by 
saying that He wanted Kathleen to continue doing them. It 
seemed to us He wanted to maintain direct contact with her 
through these reports and didn’t want me “butting in.” I 
thought it was great. It seemed to me that He was affirming 
the directness of the relationship she had established with 
Him during the past weeks and that it was important to 
maintain. 

My personal contribution to the morning editorial report 
then became devotional decoration. We always sent a flower 
with the manuscripts, but I also wanted to send something 
both amusing to Him and unique. Anticipating such a 
possibility, I had brought an instructional “how-to” book on 
animal origami with me, and so at the end of the night, while 
Kathleen was writing the editorial report, I folded paper. 
Every morning thereafter, for the remainder of our time at 
Tumomama, Adi Da received His editorial report and 
manuscripts, accompanied by both a beautiful hibiscus 
blossom and a different animal—crane, crab, crayfish, 
monkey, bear, dragonfly, et cetera. 

As time went by, we wondered what was happening with 
all these folded-paper porters of devotion. On one of our last 
days in Hawaii I was asked to make some adjustments to Adi 
Da’s A/V set-up while He was at the beach. As I walked 
through His house, I noticed He had kept all of the origami 
and had placed them visibly all around. I was again touched 
by His so open embrace of relationship. 

Life at Tumomama was based on Adi Da’s schedule (as it 
was wherever He was); such was inherently the life and joy 
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of a devotee. Every once in a while there was a special break 
we all took: meditating while Adi Da was in His hammock. 
His hammock was located in a small oasis-like area close to 
the center of the Sanctuary’s lawn. The hammock was about 
five feet wide, with wood lengths on each end to prevent it 
from rolling around itself when sat in. It was suspended 
between the trunks of two koa trees. Adi Da’s time in the 
hammock generated a unique feeling around Tumomama, so 
whenever He went there we stopped whatever we were doing 
and found a place to sit quietly. As He rested and we sat, we 
were drifted into a dreamlike sublimity that earned with it a 
sense of Him as the dreamer of this world and of us as 
anonymous loci of awareness simply enjoying the happiness 
of the indefinable space. 

On October 9 th or 10 th , Adi Da decided to return to 
Naitauba. For the managers and devotees serving around Him 
that meant our lives had just gone into overdrive, pedals to 
the metal until we were all on the international flight, our 
safety belts fastened, seats in the upright position, hand carry 
safely stowed in the overhead bins or under our seats, ready 
for take-off. 

Wei Did I say “we”? No one had mentioned that Kathleen 
and I were going to return to Naitauba with Adi Da. We had 
been invited to Tumomama to serve there , but that invitation 
did not mean ipso facto that we would be invited to Naitauba. 

As the staffing list for the traveling group was created, our 
ambiguous presence stood out. Adi Da noticed this and 
seemed to begin a conversation with Himself about our 
situation. We were kept informed of its progress: 
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The morning’s opening comment: “So what are Dennis 
and Kathleen going to do? Is it necessary they come with 
us?” 

The afternoon’s thought: “Perhaps they don’t need to 
come with us, but whenever we are off Naitauba they could 
travel with us and do communications. They could stay at the 
Mountain Of Attention when we are on Naitauba.” 

The evening’s conclusion: “Maybe they should just 
always do communications around me, wherever I am. So 
they would travel with us to Naitauba and do communications 
there, too.” 

Yes!!! 

And I blasted out of purgatory into warp speed to get 
ready for travel. 

Before leaving Tumomama, Adi Da wanted to 
circumambulate the entire property. We were told that in 
forty minutes He would walk the entire perimeter throwing 
water and ash around in a puja of blessing and protection. He 
wanted it videoed, which was my service. 

The force of Adi Da’s intention was palpable as we all met 
Him for the puja. He walked briskly, with each step tossing 
underhand handfuls of water into the bushes and frees that 
marked the borders of the Sanctuary. A devotee behind Him 
tossed ash in similar quantities. Other devotees walked in 
front of Him ringing bells and waving lighted candles. When 
only one third of the way around the Sanctuary He was 
almost out of water. Others joined to help. Soon there were 
five or six more devotees assisting in the puja. Several began 
running pails of water continuously to Him. He completed the 
circumambulation in about twenty minutes—but didn’t stop. 
He continued His intense stride and tossing of water along the 
Sanctuary’s perimeter, obviously intent on doing the full 
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traditional three circumambulations! I looked at my watch. 
He would finish just in time to get in the car and make it to 
the Kauai airport in Lihue for the flight to Honolulu. 

Adi Da completed the second circumambulation. It was 
almost dark as He began the third time around. Hardly 
anything was visible in the camera viewfinder, but as paid of 
the puja I needed to record whatever I could. 

The third circumambulation was complete; it was now 
totally dark. Adi Da went straight to His car and was driven 
off. I rushed to the room where I had left all the other A/V 
equipment and my personal things, quickly packed up the 
video gear, crammed the rest of my stuff into a suitcase, a 
friend helped load everything into the waiting van, and slam! 
the door was shut and we were off, racing to the airport, 
arriving just in time for the last flight from Kauai to Oahu. 

10:00 p.m. We had passed the several hour layover time at 
Honolulu International Airport in two privacy rooms—one 
for Adi Da and His children and attendants, one for the 
traveling group. We were now in the boarding area. Adi Da 
sat silently on a bench seat beside His youngest daughter, 
Naamleela. I don’t know that anyone would have noticed 
anything out of the ordinary about Him, other than perhaps 
His calmness. 

When it came time to board, I, and everyone else in the 
room, automatically assumed that “boarding purpose”: a 
person who is now “getting on a plane,” that someone with an 
intent, paid of a collective surge to go somewhere. I looked 
over at Adi Da to see if He might need help in any way. He 
didn’t. He was just now standing up from His seat, holding on 
to Naamleela’s arm. I looked at His face—I almost gasped, 
shocked into a depth of heart and feeling that seized my 
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breath. In contrast to my own and the collective mood, before 
me there appeared a being in ecstasy. His face was large and 
round and dimensionless in a beatific radiance. His eyes were 
large and round and distant to an unfathomable depth. His 
lips were relaxed and rounded into an obvious smile, moist, 
as if formed by swells on the surface of a broad and deep 
lake. He walked by me, guided by His daughter, seeming to 
not notice anything in the room. 

On the plane we all sat in economy class. I was seated four 
rows behind Adi Da, and for the duration of the nine-hour 
flight to Nadi International Airport in Fiji, the sight of the top 
of His smooth shaven head and the memory of His ecstasy 
drew me into a relaxed contemplation of Him and a certainty 
of my unbelievably good fortune. 

International airports may all look pretty much the same as 
one exits a giant aircraft and totes one’s carry-on down a 
nondescript jetway, but here, now, summer in the tropics, the 
warm, blanketing mugginess of the enveloping sea air 
confirmed we were back in Fiji. 

Within a couple of days of arriving on Naitauba, Adi Da 
initiated a new retreat process. From then on, coming on 
retreat would be the focus of every devotee’s life. There was 
the daily practice and one’s service, of course, but most 
importantly. He wanted all devotees worldwide to be able to 
spend time with Him, in a retreat circumstance, in His 
hermitage. 

The new retreat manager’s name was Dennis. Because Adi 
Da always referred to us by our first names, to avoid 
confusion one of us had to change what he was called. Adi 
Da was kept abreast of the discussion. Although I had 
seniority and the option to keep my name, because the other 



A Life with Purpose 1203 


Dennis’ middle name was “Francis” and mine “Leroy,” and 
because Adi Da seemed to like the “big and bad and Brown” 
alter-ego quality of “Leroy,” laughing when Fie heard it, I 
volunteered for the change. I became “Leroy.” 

Initially I continued my communications service and 
Kathleen did editorial. Soon, though, Adi Da made Kathleen 
Flis personal secretary, and I, Rhonda, and Franck joined the 
editorial team. In hermitage I was able to sleep a bit more, but 
my daily schedule was highly customized, and I was still 
burning the candle at both ends. Despite that already more- 
than-full-time demand, I was soon offered an additional 
service, one I couldn’t refuse: Adi Da’s “weatherman.” 

The previous weatherman no longer lived on the Island, so 
the men asking me were glad to find a potential taker for the 
service. It was clear in their approach, though, that the service 
had some secret downside they weren’t being particularly 
communicative about and for which they would be relieved to 
not be responsible. Flaving once been an airplane private 
pilot, I was familiar with weather dynamics, weather patterns 
and the typically available weather information services, so I 
thought I would be able to handle the service; the only 
reluctance I had was that this was yet another service in 
addition to what I was already doing. But it was direct 
service. I accepted. 

Flere’s what I eventually learned being the weatherman 
entailed: 

1) Providing daily information about the times of the high 
and low tides. 

2) Providing daily information about the times of sunrise 
and sunset. 

3) Providing information about the moon cycles. 
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4) Providing information as necessary on developing 
tropical storms, and tracking them. 

5) Receiving weather requests from Adi Da for special 
occasions on the Island, and being responsible for seeing that 
the requested weather happened. 

6) Maintaining a general weather pattern on the Island of 
necessary rain happening only at night between midnight and 
4 a.m., the rest of the time it being relatively sunny and 
congenial. 

The secret downside of the service obviously was dealing 
with items 5 and 6, especially item 5. But, as it turned out, I 
loved the service. Being the weatherman moved me into 
direct relationship to Adi Da and it required me to be 
consciously sensitive to dimensions of existence toward 
which I seemed to have a natural inclination, but for which I 
now had to be responsible. It taught me a deeper 
understanding of who Adi Da was and how to rightly be His 
devotee based on that understanding. 

Adi Da once gave a talk we entitled The Bridge to God. 
This talk was about human development and sensitivity to 
relationships, to non-humans, and altogether to the psychic 
nature of the world. In this talk He spoke about how this 
sensitivity would typically develop and mature in the human 
being between the ages of around seven to fourteen. Parents 
in Adidam were encouraged to foster this sensitivity in their 
children, as fundamentally it was about learning to feel 
beyond one’s self, to feel beyond the limits of the body-mind, 
and to learn to integrate the feeling-energy dimensions of life 
into one’s participation in the world and in relationships with 
other people. This feeling-sensitivity would later provide the 
foundation for sensitivity to spiritual presence and spiritual 
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transmission—thus the “bridge” to God (or spiritual life). It 
was also basic for the development of human empathy. 

Naitauba Island was the perfect place to go back to school 
in this area of life, and I was happy to do so. The Island itself 
is utterly pristine: a million-year-old volcanic protrusion in 
the warm southern ocean, permeated with limestone caves 
and covered with lush jungle dotted with towering coconut, 
mango, and rain trees; its air and forest canopy domain to 
fruit bats, falcons, hawks, pigeons, and small parrots; its 
jungle shelter to banded iguanas and boas; its lagoon home to 
tropical fishes, Hawksbill and Green Sea turtles, sea kraits, 
sea cucumbers, lobster, and giant clams. Living here would 
grow in me a sensitivity to many of its own energies, signs, 
and communications. 

I was already somewhat familiar with Naitauba’s 
remarkable aliveness. In the later paid of 1986, during my 
first time on Naitauba, a new resident devotee had been 
wading in the shallow water of the long, flat, sandy beach by 
the Island’s wharf when he stepped on a stingray— Ayyyyy !— 
resulting in an incapacitating foot injury. Stepping on a 
stingray is an easy thing to do, at least for city folk, because, 
unless you really know what to look for—and are looking for 
it—you won’t see a stingray in the sand. As a ray settles to 
the sandy bottom, in the last length of its glide it finely 
shimmies its wings and comes to rest with a thin layer of sand 
over it. It’s now totally hidden, with perhaps some hint of its 
small eyes still visible. 

When your foot pins a stingray to the sand, the ray 
naturally tries to wriggle free. As it does this wriggling, you 
get whacked, cut, and dug into by the two- to four-inch saw¬ 
like stinger attached to the dorsal base of its spine. Not only 
does that shredding of your flesh hurt, but a toxin also gets 
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ground into the wound. The result is unrelievable, writhing 
pain. The swelling that accompanies the physiological 
reaction to a stingray injury can also lead to gangrene—so 
there is nothing about such an encounter with a ray that is 
without potentially serious consequence. Multiply this danger 
by being on a remote island, with often poor communication, 
and sometimes unreliable transportation and you get a picture 
of a situation you don’t want to happen—or happen again. 

Fortunately for my friend, gangrene never became a 
problem. But he did have to endure two and a half days of 
non-stop excruciating pain, and then another five days on 
crutches before he could get around on his own. 

We learned from the University of the Pacific in Suva that 
this particular year, this type of stingray, the spotted-blue, 
was especially abundant throughout Fiji. We stalled noticing 
a lot of them in our waters. Because there were so many rays 
in the lagoon and on our beaches, we felt that our ordinary 
precautions of shuffling our feet in the sand when we walked 
in the ocean, or pre-raking the sandy bottom of an area before 
swimming, were insufficient preventive measures. We felt we 
had to actually go out and capture as many stingrays as we 
could. So we did. 

The Fijian men on the Island helped us out and gave us the 
local tips for spotting and catching them. Some of the men 
caught stingrays at night, doing what the Fijian’s called ika 
na cina, fishing by light: a light, shone at the right angle, 
would reflect off the retina of the otherwise hidden ray, 
making it quite visible. Generally, though, I went out during 
the day. 

Most of us involved in capturing the stingrays had some 
familiarity with shamanic traditions, and Adi Da had also 
spoken about them on occasion. We knew that for some non- 
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humans, particularly archetypal non-humans such as the 
stingray, a shaman or hunter would at least once eat the flesh 
of the animal to be hunted in order to associate with that non¬ 
human’s mana, or energy, and become sensitive to, and 
participate in its life: that is, not merely to know its habits, 
but to “know” it in the largest, most inclusive sense. 

Very shortly after we started our stingray roundup, we 
decided to eat one of our catches. Our motives for the meal 
were mixed. The former sportsmen/hunters in the group were 
mainly curious about the taste. Others like myself were 
curious about the shamanic potential: Was it all myth and 
ritual or was there a genuine reality to it—and would we even 
know the difference? Our next catch was to be the ritually 
ingested ray. No big ritual: just catch it, fry it, eat it. 

There was a mild anticipation as we lifted the wings of the 
stingray from the skillet of hot ghee. We each took a small 
piece of the ray and put it in our mouths and began to chew. I 
personally can’t remember anything about the taste, I only 
remember the feeling, and the looks on the other men’s faces 
as they clearly felt the same thing. It was the expression of 
mild surprise and wonderment as if to say, What is 
happening? 

As I began to bite down on the leather-like bit of ray, a 
clear, however subtle, tangible feeling-energy overcame me. 
It was not so much an energy that could move something, but 
a quality or presence of “ancientness.” As this feeling came 
over me, I remembered how the stingray is one of those non¬ 
humans that has evolved very little in over 200 million years. 
It is, in fact, one of the most ancient species of sea creatures. 
This same feeling had overcome the other men as well. It was 
like stepping into a time-machine and having one’s feeling 
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transported to someplace totally unfamiliar in its quality of 
unbounded ancient. 

I wanted to see what, if anything, this feeling might mean 
in relation to the other stingrays in the lagoon, so I walked out 
to the wharf. As I looked out over the water I began “seeing” 
the locations of stingrays in the sand. I couldn’t see them with 
my ordinary physical eyes, but a new type of subtle, feeling- 
vision had been awakened, and where the stingrays were was 
obvious to me. I felt like I was in a watery, relational field 
with them and that I could see/feel them all, individually. For 
the moment, I was content to simply exist in this state of 
participatory relationship with the rays; the next day, 
however, I went out and put this vision to the test. 

It was around 10 a.m. when the tide became right for 
going out to the beach area by the wharf. Because of its sandy 
bottom, lack of rocks, and absence of old lava flow, this was 
the area most congenial for swimming. It was also the area 
apparently most congenial for stingrays. 

As I looked out over the lagoon and relaxed my body and 
feeling, yesterday’s vision returned and the locations of 
stingrays emerged. Barefoot, traditional Fijian-style fishing 
spear in hand, I stepped down from the wharf into the water, 
and, with my toes curled under, began a slow, shuffling walk 
out to the closest location. I was maybe about two-thirds of 
the way to where I thought the stingray was when suddenly 
an explosive blur burst out from under the sand just in front 
of my feet. It was a ray; and I had just nudged it enough with 
the sand I was plowing up to send it into hyper-flight. Its 
startled escape was a magnificent display of the creature’s 
power within its own natural world. 

This seemed like a close call, but, then again, I wasn’t 
totally surprised. I knew he was close, just not how close. 
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Perhaps, I thought, it takes a little more than beginner’s 
enthusiasm to get the process right—like real experience, 
over time. In any case, I decided to head out to the next 
location where I “saw” a stingray in the sand. This time, as I 
approached, I carefully looked down through the now 
eighteen-inch deep water to see if I could in any way visually 
discern the stingray’s presence. There was no hint of shape, 
no part of a tail, no eyes. Nothing. I slowly positioned the tip 
of the spear over the place where I felt the stingray to be. 
One—Two—Three. Phwiiiiiit. I plunged the tip of the spear 
down into the sand. The lagoon bottom exploded into gusts of 
swirling protest. I quickly brought the spear up and out of the 
water. There, impaled on the tip was an adult spotted-blue 
stingray, about fourteen inches across. Yes! Well . . . not 
really. Hunting the rays meant killing them. I didn’t like 
killing them. They were the innocent denizens. But because 
there was no way to simply relocate them as we typically do 
with other dangerous non-humans at our other sanctuaries, 
it’s what we had to do in order to protect both devotees and 
Adi Da. 

I took the ray back to shore and looked again out over the 
lagoon. The locations I could see were farther out in the 
deeper areas where they weren’t a danger to the human 
swimmers and waders who shared the waters with them, so 
there was no reason to continue the hunt. 

As it turned out, very shortly after this we no longer had 
any problems with the stingrays. All in all, we only had to 
remove perhaps fewer than a dozen from the Island’s 
swimming and wading areas. There was one other stinging 
incident about a year after the first one, and since then, in the 
last twenty-five years, only one other. 
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My first weather assignment was pretty straightforward. It 
was the birthday of one of Adi Da’s daughters, her 13 th , and I 
was asked simply to supply the weather report for the day. 

There was to be a full day of birthday occasions, and the 
birthday daughter wanted to put on a horse riding 
demonstration for Him for her birthday. There were two 
horses on Naitauba—Copper and Mundi—and the birthday 
daughter and one of her sisters had been learning both 
dressage and western-style riding. The morning was reserved 
for her to finish preparing her gift for Adi Da, and the early 
afternoon was for some of the other girls on the Island to give 
her their gifts. The horse riding demonstration was scheduled 
for 3 p.m. The evening was reserved for a special meal with 
Adi Da, her sisters, and their spiritual guides from the Free 
Renunciate Order. After the special meal she would receive 
gifts from Adi Da. 

I had checked the weather forecast with the Fiji National 
Weather service the day before and again that morning. It was 
expected to be a beautiful, dry, sunny day, with a possibility 
of a light rain beginning in the evening. I reported this to Adi 
Da. 

Mid-morning I received a note from Him asking me if 
perhaps we should move the time of the horse show up a 
couple of hours and do it right after lunch. He also asked that 
I check the weather forecast again. 

I called the National Weather service in Nadi. They 
reaffirmed their forecast, and there was nothing in the local 
conditions to suggest anything different. I communicated this 
to Adi Da, adding that it didn’t seem necessary to move up 
the time of the horse show because it would end a couple of 
hours before the rain. 
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Around noon, I got another note from Adi Da, again 
asking me to double check with the weather service. There 
was absolutely nothing perceivable to me to suggest that 
anything had changed. I was embarrassed about having to 
again call the National Weather forecaster. I really didn’t 
want to do it. I would have preferred to just reassure Adi Da 
that there was no problem, but I knew that that certainly 
wouldn’t fly. I also knew He must be trying to instruct me 
about something, even if only “Guru say, devotee do.” 

I called the forecaster. No change. Just as I hung up I 
received a message from Adi Da that we should immediately 
prepare for the horse show, and that He would arrive at 1 p.m. 

Yikes! 

Everyone was now rushing to complete preparations for 
the horse show and for His arrival. Seven or eight men 
prepared the corral, set up the equipment, brought over the 
horses, and helped His daughters saddle them. Three or four 
women and a couple of men helped complete the area from 
where He would watch the show—finish the railings, bring 
over cushions, water, hand towels, tea, umbrellas, and the 
apples and carrots He would feed to the horses after they had 
done their routines and races. 

I was also the videographer for the event, so I rushed to 
collect the camera, tapes, battery packs, tripod, etc. and get 
positioned to film Adi Da’s arrival, the show, and His 
enjoyment of this offering. 

At 1 p.m. sharp Adi Da strode in and took His seat in what 
now looked something like a mini-grandstand adjoining the 
corral fence—a tropical grandstand, that is, defined by lashed 
bamboo and a palm frond shade roof. From the center of the 
corral His daughters rode over to Him. They exchanged the 
broadest and sweetest of smiles. Each in turn reached over to 
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Him from their horse to offer a flower, then rode out to begin 
the exhibition. 

They started with a series of dressage performances, then 
western-style riding and jumping, climaxing with an exciting 
barrel race. At the end of the races, the girls rode over to the 
mini-grandstand. After Copper and Mundi had relaxed a bit, 
Adi Da treated each horse to an apple and a couple of carrots. 
When done, He wiped the slobber off His hands with a 
moistened hand towel, then turned to leave. It was now 3 
p.m.—the original time the horse show would have begun. As 
Adi Da stepped down from the grandstand it began to 
sprinkle. Then, with all the birthday folks joining Him to 
make the walk to the next (indoor) occasion, the rain quickly 
intensified to a respectable tropical shower, causing the 
departing procession to transform itself into a sound and light 
spectacle of giggles from delighted little girls and the popping 
open of brightly colored umbrellas. 

With this first occasion, Adi Da knew I was His 
weatherman—and I knew I had a lot to learn. 

Every once in a while Adi Da would meet with retreatants 
and residents in the afternoon in The Giving Coat to address 
something He noticed about devotees’ practice. These were 
quite formal (not “gathering”) occasions of Him speaking, 
and sometimes responding to questions. 

During one of these occasions, Adi Da talked about the 
devotional prayer of changes. He had previously given us two 
forms for engaging this prayer. One was a detailed form 
based on the devotee being established in the truly Spiritual 
stages of practice and being fully responsible for receiving 
and conducting His Spiritual Transmission. The other was a 
simplified version founded more on devotional invocation 
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and responsibility only for positive feeling; that is, it didn’t 
involve directly relating to Him Spiritually. Because Adi Da 
didn’t feel at the time that devotees were Spiritually 
responsible to the degree required for the detailed form of the 
prayer. He admonished all of us when engaging the prayer to 
simply invoke Him and “think happy thoughts,” meaning to 
intend a positive process, or positive result. 

At this occasion He also instructed me about the prayer of 
changes as specifically related to the weather on Naitauba. He 
indicated that there was a special tree on the Island directly 
associated with the local weather. It was a large Fijian rain 
tree located close to the beach and right behind one of our 
principal meditation halls. He said that I should take care of 
the free as paid of my weatherman service. He had named it 
Standing There. 

Soon after this occasion, toward the end of January 1988, 
there was to be a birthday event for another of Adi Da’s 
daughters. Devotees had offered Him a ten-foot Hobie Cat 
catamaran sailboat to give her for this, her 12 th birthday, and 
He wanted this to be a day of sailing, beginning with a 
humble breakfast with her aboard The Persistent , which was 
moored in the lagoon. 

I was informed of the nature of the upcoming birthday 
about a week in advance. At the same time, I was presented 
with the request for weather appropriate for a day of sailing 
inside the reef. That meant a slight breeze, generally clear 
skies, and occasional clouds to shade the sun and allow 
periodic relief from its heat. 

In 1988, there was no internet to speak of. There was no 
way for me to collect weather information other than by 
phone and faxed isobarometric charts from the National 
Weather service, and reliance on my own experience and that 
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of the Fijians. Over time I gradually learned more about the 
local factors also affecting the weather on Naitauba, which 
included Adi Da’s mood, His travels around the Island, and 
His relationship to events in the world; but for now, the first 
thing I did was check in with the National Weather service at 
Nadi. 

“There is a large low pressure system forming to the 
northwest of Fiji,” the forecaster reported. “We expect it to 
move down and over us by the weekend (the birthday), 
bringing totally overcast skies and rain.” 

Not good. Temporarily disheartened, but accepting the 
challenge, I asked, “What would have to happen for the 
weather to change?” 

“I just predict the weather, not make it,” he said. 

“I understand that, but what are the factors involved in the 
present configuration such that if they changed, the low 
wouldn’t come over Fiji?” 

“Well, there is a large high to the north of New Zealand. If 
that high were to stay around and migrate northerly or to the 
northwest, it could block or change the low’s ability to track 
over Fiji.” 

I could tell by the forecaster’s accent that he was Indo- 
Fijian, and, therefore, possibly a Flindu. I continued, “Are 
you Flindu?” (Yes.) “Is there a god for the weather in the 
Flindu religion?” 

“Yes. It’s Varuna.” 

“I really would like there to be nice weather for the 
upcoming weekend. Flow about if you offer a prayer to 
Varuna for good weather, and I pray in my way, too?” 

“Sure. I can do that.” (Fie sounded amused.) 

I didn’t know whether he really would pray to the Flindu 
god for good weather; my puipose was to at least influence 
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him to think that there was a possibility for change rather than 
rigidly think that his forecast was an infallible scientific 
certainty. 

As soon as I hung up the phone I called the Adidarn 
community in New Zealand. I asked them to do the prayer of 
changes that the high in the New Zealand area persist for the 
next week and migrate northward. (I learned months later that 
they loved receiving this request and energetically embraced 
the task.) 

I next went out to the weather tree. Standing There is a 
massive, towering tree, splaying a stunning canopy of widely 
overhanging branches and foliage. At its base are huge roots, 
dipping in and out of the ground like crusty weathered knees. 
For the next few days I raked around it, weeded the area, and 
even planted marigolds in the pockets created by the pattern 
of exposed and interwoven roots. 

At the time of the initial request, the wind was out of the 
northwest, which was typical for weather bringing rain and 
unstable conditions from the Pacific convergence zone. This 
local picture certainly jived with the forecaster’s foreboding 
expectations. The trade winds came from the southeast, 
which was the direction I wanted. 

Over the next few days the wind direction shifted a bit, but 
not sufficiently to guarantee good weather. The night before 
the birthday I went to Standing There and asked for any sign 
about the following day’s weather. I was hoping to have some 
sense before going to bed of it at least continuing to improve 
through the night, but I couldn’t discern any indication one 
way or the other. 

The morning of the birthday arrived. After meditation and 
puja, the weather didn’t look so good; it was even sprinkling. 
Notwithstanding the morning drizzle, there were positive 
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signs of at least the possibility of good weather: the wind 
direction had continued to shift for the better, there was a 
rainbow over the area where Adi Da would be coming in to 
have breakfast with His daughters, and I had seen two hawks 
soaring over the village garden, which, because I had never 
seen two hawks soaring together before, I considered possibly 
an auspicious sign. 

Regardless, without a convincingly clear blue sky, I felt I 
needed to do more to confirm what the weather would be that 
day. I knew that unless the weather was totally unambiguous 
I would sooner than later receive a question from Adi Da like, 
“What is the weather going to be today?” or more directly, 
“Is the weather going to be good enough for the birthday?” 
And I needed to have an unambiguous answer. 

I knew of a hilltop and field from where I could see into 
the oncoming weather. I decided to hike up there in order to 
address the weather directly. About one-third of the way 
along the road up to the hill I noticed a third hawk soaring 
over a different area of the Island. A little farther along I was 
suddenly startled by a fourth hawk springing out of the 
underbrush by the road—only a few feet from me—to take 
flight. Four hawks. That was more than I had ever seen on 
Naitauba. I knew the Island and its elements were speaking to 
me. 

Two-thirds the way up the road leading to the hill, I 
looked out over the cove where The Persistent was moored. 
The earlier rainbow continued to span the sky, centering The 
Persistent under its arc. As I walked, I talked to the weather: 
“Today is the birthday of one of the Divine Guru’s daughters. 
There is only Consciousness Itself, and He Is That. 
Everything is a modification of Him. There is only the Great 
One, and you are a modification of Him as well. Yet, in the 
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play of appearances, you are being invited to participate in 
this day of celebration by providing good weather.” To speak 
like this was, for me, part of the process of affirming the 
nature of reality. It was a means to invoke the blessing of the 
Truth of Reality (Adi Da Himself) into this situation. 

I arrived at the field and walked to where I had the 
broadest view into the southeast sky. The wind was now 
coming almost directly from the southeast and the sky 
seemed to be clearing, but I needed to know for sure that the 
weather was handled. I continued talking to the weather in a 
loud invocative voice: “On my way here I saw four hawks. 
These four hawks represent Adi Da’s four daughters and His 
four senior renunciates. Therefore, the most auspicious sign 
would be a fifth hawk, representing Adi Da Himself and His 
primal manifestation in the cosmic universe as the five- 
pointed Star - .” And again, “There is only the single Reality 
that is Da, that is the Guru, and you are an apparent 
modification of That. You are invited to participate in That 
today by providing clear - skies, soothing warm sun with the 
occasional cooling clouds, and a light, refreshing breeze for 
this celebration of His daughter’s birthday. You are invited to 
participate in that pleasure.” 

I waited and watched . . . Nothing. I then confessed my 
fascination with the shamanic process itself, wanting to 
release such egoic involvement as a possible obstruction 
while also affirming the truth of my praise of Adi Da. I 
reaffirmed that it would be most auspicious if the fifth hawk 
appeared there, somewhere on the ridge, before I left to return 
to the village. I continued to watch . . . two pigeons darted 
across my view. Still no hawk. After five or so minutes it was 
time to simply release my concern, allow whatever results to 
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be “God’s business,” and leave the area. I took a breath, let it 
out, and turned around to leave. 

Then—on my first step away—as my foot met the earth, a 
mass of energy rose from the ground and swept up through 
my body. I stopped. I turned to look at the ridge. There, just 
above the trees, on the ridge closest to me, was the fifth 
hawk. Larger than the others, majestic, it floated itself 
motionless in the uplift from the windward slope. 

It remained there, stationary, for perhaps a minute, then, 
allowing itself to be carried up it rose higher and higher and 
higher, until it seemed to suddenly slide off the wind and soar 
with certainty and power out over the valley and to the other 
side of the Island and, eventually, out of sight. 

It was done. I knew the day would be fine. And it was. As 
I walked down the hill, the rainbow still arched over The 
Persistent. I was just becoming lost in a reverie of the idyllic 
panorama when I remembered that only a couple of 
afternoons ago Adi Da had talked about the superficiality of 
the western mind and how most men and women today were 
both desensitized and made indifferent to the extraordinary. 
He said it was as if even in viewing life, people related to 
everything as television drama and special effects. I broke out 
of the daydream and allowed my mind to relax instead into a 
soothing depth of mysterious coolness engendered by this 
encounter with the hawks. I decided to write a letter to Him 
about what had happened. I also wrote a story version He 
could give to His daughter that morning; I entitled it How the 
Hawk Participated in Your Birthday. He received my letter 
and asked that the story be read to her. He also invited me to 
attend, as the photographer, her birthday performance 
offering to Him in The Giving Coat. Later that morning, 
when I arrived for the occasion, I was told that someone else 
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had previously been asked to photograph the event and that I 
could simply watch. 

Adi Da’s daughter had been preparing a special dance for 
Him based on the American Hopi Indian tradition of the 
Kachina. The kachina is the Hopi medicine man/shaman 
especially noted for his or her ability to shape shift. He had 
given her a kachina doll for her last birthday and she had 
been studying about the kachina and the Hopi during the year. 

Thum thurn thum, thum thurn thurn . . .To the sound of 
rhythmic drums and atonal voices, dressed in a turquoise- 
colored costume reminiscent of the kachina doll, she stepped 
into the rhythm of her dance. After only a minute or two, 
having drawn us all into the magic of her art, she leaped 
behind a screen to hide herself from the audience, except for 
a foot and the lower part of one leg yet gracefully extended 
out to our view. She hung there for a few moments, 
suspended in her dance, while obviously undergoing some 
sort of soon-to-be-revealed transformation. 

Then, with a tap of her toe to the ground, she sprang back 
into visibility and swept across the stage, flowing in circular 
shapes and pirouettes around and around with her aims 
outstretched as grand feather-covered wings brushing the 
billows of imagined clouds. She was a great soaring bird! An 
Eagle! A Hawk! 

My mind instantly vanished in smile and mystery. Her 
dance had reimmersed me in the cooling wonderment of Adi 
Da’s play with His daughter that day. Birthday, kachina, last 
year; kachina this year. Hawks. Dance. When did today’s 
story really begin? Clearly it was last year. But then there 
were the hawks. Was there any time to it at all? Were there 
any separate parts to it, even? Or was it all just a simplicity 
of delight, a singleness of love in the appearance of two? 
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I received my next weather request about a month later. Adi 
Da wanted assurances that there would be three days of good 
weather for a picnic and a series of other special occasions 
with His daughters. I checked in with the National Weather 
service and found out that a massive low pressure trough and 
accompanying rain was due to come into our area during that 
weekend. 

I discussed the situation with a couple of other devotees 
and with the sanctuary manager. We all agreed that we would 
first do what we could using the prayer of changes and not 
tell Adi Da about the forecast. The picnic was about a week 
away. Aside from brazen egoity and the fact that I had 
become full of myself from the previous weather 
experience, I couldn’t say why the sanctuary manager and I 
both persisted in affirming to Adi Da that the weather would 
be fine for the weekend. Throughout the week the weather 
showed absolutely no signs of improving, the forecast never 
changed (it even worsened), and the air progressively got 
more muggy. Finally, on Saturday morning, our now 
childishly desperate and futile hopes for a sunny redemption 
were soundly dashed by a totally overcast sky and sheets of 
tropical rain. The sanctuary manager and I braced for the 
worst. We couldn’t believe how stupidly and inappropriately 
we had related to the situation. Then, the communications 
from Adi Da came: “ What were Leroy and Harry thinking?! 
Any idiot would have known it was going to rain!” 

Idiots. Yes. Fortunately, though, the devotees who planned 
the day weren’t, and they had created indoor alternatives for 
the first day of events. The second day, though, was the 
picnic, and the forecast was for continued overcast and rain 
over all of Fiji. 
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That night we thought the next day’s events would have to 
be cancelled. But, in the morning when we looked at the sky, 
even though it was a dark overcast to the horizon in all 
directions, directly overhead it was clear! Literally. There 
was a hole in the cloud cover directly above us, about twice 
the size of the Island, stroked with only the occasional 
whitish wisp. The outdoor events happened unimpeded by the 
weather. 

On the third day the total overcast was back and 
everything had to happen indoors. I called the Nadi weather 
forecaster to see if he had been able to see yesterday’s “hole” 
above Naitauba. It was such a local event he said that there 
was no way for him to know about it (and there weren’t 
satellite images of our area in those days). 

Even if there was nothing that could have been done about 
the overall weather pattern, as part of my service as 
weatherman (and as a devotee), I should never have 
dissociated from the Guru, since, after all, He had proven 
over and over again to me that all of this was indeed arising 
in Him. Thus, I, too, was supposed to participate in Him, to 
stay with Him, including creating holes in seemingly solid 
skies. 

A couple of months later, Adi Da wanted to have an 
afternoon picnic and marshmallow roast with His daughters 
at a beach and jungle area of Naitauba called Lion’s Lap. 

The Nadi forecaster told me that we might be heading into 
a bogi wain, which meant eight ( walu ) nights ( bogi ) of steady 
winds from the southeast. This eight-day wind cycle was a 
typical trade wind pattern for this area of the South Pacific. 
Having such breezy conditions would not make for a 
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congenial picnic, especially since Lion’s Lap was on the 
southeast side of the Island, directly exposed to the trades. 

I began doing the devotional prayer of changes for good 
weather. I also cleaned, weeded and planted around Standing 
There. The forecaster never confirmed that we were in an 
actual bogi walu, but for three days we had had a steady 
wind. The picnic was the next day. 

A mild breeze rose with the dawn, but it was sufficiently 
light to still allow for a pleasant outing. Not wanting to take 
any chances, though, I rounded up the children in the ashram 
and asked them if they would help me by coming to the 
weather tree, hugging it, and singing one of their simple 
devotional songs. We all had fun, and the wind remained 
relatively calm. 

After an early lunch everyone headed for Lion’s Lap, 
some in trucks, some by boat. For a couple of hours we all 
swam and played games in the water then came in for the 
marshmallow' roast. About fifteen minutes after we had 
begun, the wind began to pick up. In another ten minutes bits 
of sand began sticking to our gooey treats. 

Adi Da looked over at me and said, “I thought you were in 
charge of the weather.” The tone of His voice was very 
matter of fact, and His delivery without emotion. The 
moment flashed before me as a test: could I stay in 
relationship and respond without complication; or would I 
emotionally recoil and become complicated and defensive or 
apologetic? 

After an endless instant I responded, “Yes, Love-Ananda.” 
I paused another moment, breathed out, then continued in an 
emotionally disciplined but uncomplicated voice, “I did as 
You have Instructed me, I spoke with the forecaster, served 
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the weather free, and this morning the children even sang to 
the tree.” 

He was quiet, looking in the direction of the picnic fire. 
After a few moments, still looking at the fire. He said, “Well, 
I guess sometimes things can’t be changed.” 

Whew. Finally. I passed a test. 

We all agreed that the picnic was over, and in five minutes 
we were packed up and on our way back to the village. 

In March 1989, the hermitage culture immersed itself in 
another round of practice evaluations. It seemed Kathleen and 
I might have to leave. Remembering how Adi Da had told me 
last time, “Don’t go past Suva,” I started planning how to go 
to Suva instead of returning to the USA. 

For about a year there hadn’t been a devotee community in 
Suva. A variety of reasons contributed to the difficulty of 
maintaining a devotee staff and office there: limited funds, 
intense climate, isolated circumstance. After these past couple 
of years in hermitage, though, I understood how necessary it 
was to Adi Da and Naitauba to have devotees there, so I set 
about looking for a way to support myself and Kathleen in 
Fiji’s capital. 

I called the Fijian government office responsible for 
computer technology to enquire if they had any staffing 
needs. They did. And they were very glad I called. Even in 
our first conversation the manager of the department wanted 
to offer me a job. But before he could do that, he said, I had 
to make formal application and have an interview. He 
foresaw no problems. 

At the same time all this was happening, my father was 
having serious heart difficulties and I needed to return to 
California for a couple of weeks to see him. 
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Sure enough, a few days later the practice evaluations 
were complete and Kathleen and I were on the “boat list.” I 
wrote to Adi Da. I told Him I understood it was necessary for 
me to leave, but that I wanted to go to Suva and revive the 
community there rather than return to the United States. I also 
told Him that the Fiji Government had all but offered me a 
job that would provide housing for Kathleen and me and 
another devotee couple. I also told Him about my father’s 
situation. 

He said yes, it would be good to re-start the Suva 
community and that if I were offered the job I should take it 
and live there, in Suva, and, He added, “Perhaps the Fiji 
Government could pay for Leroy’s trip to the US to see his 
father.” 

Fan-tas-tic. I could stay close to Him. And His response 
was so endearing—He was playing with me. His suggestion 
that the Fiji Government pay for my trip back to the US was 
an intimate, humorous, “unreasonable” challenge, but one 
that I was meant to happily engage and fulfill nonetheless. 
There were hundreds of stories among devotees about such 
playful challenges, and they all communicated Adi Da’s 
personal, humorous, yet testing regard. Of course, it was also 
an obviously very practical suggestion about how I could 
handle the financial requirements of the trip. 

I left for Suva on the next boat. 

The interview with the government’s computer department 
manager, John Shannon, was straightforward. John was a tall, 
broad Irishman who in the early 60s after college began 
traveling around the world on tramp steamers. He fell in love 
with Fiji and decided to settle there. He had been a principal 
person responsible for bringing Fiji into the computer age and 
was proud of it. Although a top manager, his large office, 
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situated in the 1950s colonial-style, two-story building that 
housed the government’s Electronic Data Processing 
department (EDP) on Victoria Parade, was relatively bare. 
Nothing hung on the walls. There was no air conditioning. 

We shook hands, then I sat down. But before the interview 
began, still standing, he unfolded a page of a computer 
printout and recited the details of all the personal information 
I had ever put on my Air Pacific Fiji arrival cards. With a 
half-smile of self-congratulatory pride, he looked at me when 
he finished and said, “Right? You see, this office also 
manages the data systems for Fiji Immigration.” 

We talked about my experience. It was just what he 
wanted. There was a paucity of folks with computer skills in 
Fiji at the time, and PCs were only just now replacing the 
1940s and 50s manual typewriters in Government offices. 
Only the most senior secretaries to the most senior 
government officials had IBM Selectrics. And PC data 
storage? It didn’t exist—but walls and walls stacked high 
with sun-bleached file folders did. 

I was hired. We talked further about the details of housing 
and agreed upon a start date. Then, before we stood up to 
shake hands I added, “And since I first need to return to the 
United States to see my father, how can we work this so that 
my travel expenses to the US are covered by the 
government?” 

He looked at me directly, “The government can’t pay for 
you to see your father.” 

“I know that,” I said. “But it seems to me from what 
you’ve said about how employment contracts with non- 
Fijians usually do cover travel to Fiji and then repatriation, it 
could actually work out that way.” 
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We got into the finer details of travel allowances and 
options for travel. After about fifteen minutes we had arrived 
at a plan that was completely in line with the travel options 
for me as a non-local coming to work in Fiji under a 
government employment contract. Kathleen and I could 
return to the USA, visit her parents in San Diego, visit my 
parents in northern California, and return to Fiji, with no 
money out of pocket. I was so amused, “tickled pink” 
actually, and looked forward to writing Adi Da about the 
interview and thanking Flim for Flis suggestion. We made the 
trip to California and back in about ten days. 

I had been assigned government quarters in an area of 
Suva called the Muanikau. The house was a typical bunker¬ 
like, single-story, three-bedroom house with detached studio. 
The walls were cinderblock and concrete, the roof corrugated 
iron, the windows were secured by anti-burglar wrought iron 
grills, and there was a door leading from the living room to a 
patio area that overlooked a small tropical yard bordered by 
hibiscus bushes, eucalyptus and papaya trees. The house 
came with metal-framed beds with metal tension-spring 
bottoms, identical to what I had slept on in the Army. 

Soon after we settled in, another devotee couple came to 
live with us. Of the three bedrooms, Kathleen and I had one, 
they had another, and the third we converted into a meditation 
hall. The newly arrived couple would manage the Adidarn 
office in Suva. 

I loved my job at EDP. I loved working with the Fijians. I 
loved being immersed in this level of Fijian culture. I began 
as a technical support person, working with a local Fijian and 
an American Peace Coips volunteer. Soon, though, I was 
asked to manage the PC section’s ordering, shipping and 
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receiving, while still doing tech support for certain 
government ministry offices. 

Aside from the ordinariness of building friendships with 
my Fijian co-workers and supporting another devotee couple 
to live in Suva, I did as much as I could to maintain a direct 
relationship to Adi Da and to Naitauba. I was constantly 
looking for things to send to Flim and for plants to beautify 
the Island. I was especially interested in increasing the variety 
of hibiscus we had there, as devotees on Naitauba used many 
hundreds of flowers each day for all the daily pujas and 
decorative flower malas. While walking or driving around 
town, whenever I noticed a hibiscus I hadn’t seen before, I 
would take a cutting for planting or grafting, cultivate it, then, 
when it was strong enough, send it to the Island. I must have 
sent more than twenty varieties, as well as a few air-layered 
starts from a couple of rudraksha trees. 

One day I saw a newspaper article about a Fijian man who 
was selling an iguana he had caught. The article said it was a 
Fijian Crested Iguana. The looks of a crested iguana—its 
strong square jaw, its neck and spine spiked with large 
triangular scales, and its jade-green body encircled with three 
mottled-white bands—evoked such archetypal feelings of 
primordial being that I had already been thinking it would 
make a wonderful gift for Adi Da. From the photo in the 
newspaper, though, I doubted the iguana was a crested, but 
because I had never handled one personally I couldn’t be 
sure. The crested iguana is a Fiji National Treasure, as well as 
an endangered species. Because of this, capturing one was 
illegal. I thought that if this were indeed a crested iguana and 
it was falling through the bureaucratic cracks, I wanted to 
catch it. I contacted the fellow and agreed to purchase it. He 
boxed it up in a cardboard carton and put in on a local airline 
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for me to pick up in Nausori (the airport that served Suva). I 
was quite pleased that it turned out to be healthy and 
beautiful, and had all its toes and an undamaged tail—but it 
wasn’t a crested. It was the more common Fiji banded iguana. 
I still wanted it, though, so I renegotiated the price with the 
fellow and bought it. 

I wrote to Adi Da saying that I would like to send the 
iguana to Flim as a gift. Although Naitauba already had its 
own population of Fijian banded iguanas, Adi Da said Fie 
would like to receive it and would have the children’s school 
principal. Bo, take care of it. After personally handling it, Adi 
Da named the iguana Mister Gumby. 



Previous to finding hermitage in Fiji in 1983, there seemed to 
be an Adidam cultural expectation that devotees be in 
intimate emotional-sexual relationships. If you read Adi Da’s 
teaching carefully, though, you can see this was not His point 
of view—it was what we had made of it. And because so 
much of our attention was bound up in our intimacies. He had 
to provide a teaching relative to it. 
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Now that He was establishing His hermitage, His call for 
us to understand how our relationships became bondage only 
increased. He had made it clear both in Hawaii in 1982/83 
and during Indoor Yajna, that if we really understood 
ourselves in intimacy and used relationships for self- 
transcending practice, we would outgrow the bondage and 
distraction they otherwise became. Then, transcending that 
bondage and growing in the Spiritual process, we would 
inevitably become so involved in the non-separate reality of 
Spiritual Communion with Him that the presumption or 
illusion of an “other” would be undermined. Effectively, 
singleness with Him, non-separately, would be the result. He 
always said that hermitage was meant for devotees involved 
at that depth of the Spiritual process. 

Over the next fourteen years, Adi Da would regularly test 
this understanding in us by calling us to greater responsibility 
in practice and requiring celibacy of those devotees living in 
hermitage. Kathleen and I went through many rounds of 
declaring celibacy, ending our relationship, getting back 
together, limiting frequency of sexing, etc., as part of this 
learning. Our time in Suva was a prelude to the coming years 
of such consideration. 

Prior to our second time living on Naitauba, Kathleen and 
I had almost always slept together in the same bed. The 
second time in hermitage, men and women lived separately in 
separate buildings. We had got used to sleeping separately 
and had come to appreciate the psychic space it allowed. In 
Suva, we chose to share the same bedroom, but each slept in 
our own bed, unless we consciously wanted to sleep together. 

Kathleen never seriously considered celibacy as an option. 
But my latent conflict between sex and serious spirituality 
seemed to compel me to frequently want to talk about it. I 
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couldn’t stop myself, and my regular mention of it always 
upset her. One morning, sitting on the edge of the bed after 
having had a wonderfully intimate sexual occasion the night 
before, I told Kathleen I had to seriously consider celibacy 
again. She just looked at me. Unusually composed and calm, 
she started to chuckle. She let me finish my explanation. 
Then, with a wide smile and a bubble burst of laughter and “I 
can’t take you seriously about this anymore, Dennis,” she 
offered the following: “I think I’ve figured it out. Last night 
we had a wonderful intimate occasion and now you want to 
talk about celibacy. I’ve noticed that just about every time 
after we have sex, you want to talk about celibacy. I get it: 
you’re just afraid of intimacy.” 

I listened. I could feel she was right. She started to joke 
with me about it. She was so free and lively. It was such a 
relief, too, to feel her unconcern for my screwedupness. 

“You’ve really noticed this? Every time?” 

“Yes. Every time.” 

I was glad she was right. I was relieved she was right. Her 
insight was a light at the end of the dark tunnel of my 
torturous conflict between sex and spirituality. I hugged her 
and kissed her and we went out for a special breakfast to 
celebrate our being together—and that she was so right. 

I later spoke about this with a deal - friend who was 
visiting. “Well then,” he said, “perhaps since you understand 
this about yourself, you should take on a discipline to never 
mention celibacy again. What do you think?” 

I agreed. 

So what was my problem with intimacy? Why would 
celibacy be a relief from it? Why would it be a useful 
discipline to never talk about it again? I was like the 
“ordinary man” in Adi Da’s free rendering of the Bhagavata 
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Purana, “always meditating on the great fear.” The fear of 
the loss of self-identity, the fear of death, the fear of being 
overwhelmed by emotion to the point of ecstasy, the fear of 
vulnerability. Love is what we fear to do, until we fall in love, 
is one way Adi Da put it. Celibacy was a way to close the 
body’s doors to that vulnerability. To agree to drop it as an 
option and to not talk about it was a way to keep me in the 
“cave” of practice in intimate relationship and not avoid this 
fundamental human dilemma. Years later I would learn about 
another dimension, just as primal, to my internal conflict with 
sex. 

Towards the end of my first year in Suva, my father had 
another heart attack. I was concerned about him and my 
mother being able to take care of themselves and wanted to 
return to the US to help out for a while. The government 
agreed to end my contract early so that I could. When my 
father’s situation had resolved itself, Naitauba management 
asked me to return to the Island to do communications again. 
I was interviewed by cultural representatives who 
recommended to Adi Da that I return. He responded, “They 
may think he’s fine, but they don’t know what I know.” I felt 
awful, like something was still “off’ in my relationship to 
Him, and I didn’t know what. I felt perhaps He was referring 
to something related to the Mortimer Adler incident, 
something still fundamental to my character. His words dug 
into me deeply. Even so, more than anything, I wanted to be 
back on Naitauba with Him. And, despite that cautionary 
remark. He said I could return. 

About two months after Kathleen and I returned to 
Naitauba as residents, Bo left and I took over caring for the 
iguanas. Adi Da had recently seen an article in a Fijian 
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newspaper about how the number of Fijian iguanas was 
decreasing due to predation by feral cats and mongooses, and 
Fie suggested that we have our own iguana breeding program 
as a means to at least guarantee the stability of Naitauba’s 
iguana population. I asked some of the Fijian staff to be alert 
for any female iguana they might see in their work around the 
Island. Within a couple of weeks they brought me a mate for 
Mister Gurnby. 

I designed and built a cage for the iguanas, incorporating 
in it a separate egg-laying box containing sterilized dirt. I 
informed Adi Da when the first eggs were laid. There were 
two. Fie responded by joking that the following five-month 
incubation period they required would probably be the most 
anxious five months of my life. I also received the following 
note with questions from Flim: 

“Love-Ananda wanted to know if there was any threat 
to the eggs or the young from the possibility of the adult 
iguanas eating them, and asked if it would be better for 
them, either the eggs or the young, to be in a totally 
independent environment, or is it fine for them to 
remain in the cage with the adults?” [August 15, 1990] 

I responded: 

Beloved Hridaya Avatara Da Love-Ananda, 

You Stand in my heart, 1 bow at Your Feet, 

Be pleased to receive this response to Your 
questions on the care and safety of Iguana eggs and 
hatchlings. 

The female laid her eggs in a special box I had 
made that assures the maximum possibility for the eggs 
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to develop to maturity. The box is covered and now 
sealed off so that neither the Iguanas nor insects can 
get in, yet the lid is removable so that the eggs can be 
kept moist and periodically inspected. She buried the 
eggs 3” down in the soil in the box. The soil was first 
sterilized by boiling before being put into the box, 
about 10 days ago, in order to eliminate the chance of 
any larvae or other soil-dwelling bisects damaging the 
eggs. 

For overall safety I feel it is best to leave the eggs in 
the egg-box and in the cage with the Iguanas. In there 
it is well protected from any random intrusions by 
people or animals. Mister Gumby and the female 
cannot get in there (nor would they really even try) and 
the Iguana cage itself is essentially already insect free. 

When the new hatchling Iguanas emerge they should 
be kept isolated from the adults. The hatchling males, 
by virtue of their distinctive coloring/banding as males, 
would stimulate aggressive behavior on the part of any 
sexually mature adult male in the cage. Both the male 
and female hatchling Iguanas are also so small that it 
would be better to have them in a special cage in order 
to more closely observe and feed them during their first 
few months. Once they are larger, the females could be 
put in a cage with adult Iguanas. 

The hatchling Iguanas can all be kept in the same 
cage until they begin to mature sexually—around a 
year or a year and four months or so. At that time the 
males would have to be separated from each other. 

Love, Leroy 
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I was told that as Adi Da read my response He broke into 
laughter and said, “Ask Leroy what kind of stripes stimulate 
his aggressive behavior.” 

When I received the message about Adi Da’s new 
question and how He had laughed, I too laughed: in my letter 
to Him, I had used the term “banding.” In His response to me, 
He had used the word “stripes.” For me, that difference 
pointed directly to my reaction to the symbols of authority. 

Raised the son of a career Army officer, stripes and bars— 
the signs of rank—were things I always noticed. And as an 
adult, I too had been in the military. Moreover, there were the 
“stripes” of spiritual authority—the three Siva stripes across 
the forehead of the Guru. I felt that in addition to pointing out 
a general (and inappropriate) aggressive quality. He was also 
making a teasing reference to the Mortimer Adler incident 
from 1987. I felt that in joking with me about my aggression 
in this particular manner—happily, and in the context of 
unproblematic service to Him—He was, two years on, letting 
me know that the incident was done with and that my offense 
to Him had been washed. 

Caring for the iguanas was my part-time service. My 
principal full-time service during this period was 
communications manager. I also served in editorial. Being 
communications manager was grueling, frustrating, and 
imbalancing. 

My day started at about 4:00 a.m. with a computer 
transmission to pick up the latest zip file. I had a checklist of 
expected responses and reports. If any were missing, I would 
have to find out why, and do whatever necessary to make 
sure they would be coming in that morning, or know why 
they wouldn’t be. 
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Reports needed to be ready by 6:30 a.m. so they could be 
reviewed before going to Adi Da. It took me several hours 
each morning to pick up the reports, make sure they were 
formatted properly, print them out, chase down the missing 
ones, and then pass everything on to the devotee who spoke 
directly with Adi Da about all of it. Nothing was ever routine, 
something was always quirky. And this went on seven days a 
week without a break. 

Once the reports had been delivered, I was on standby for 
any necessary follow-up. Around 10 a.m. I was usually free 
to meditate. Between noon and 1 p.m. I had to be available 
again for processing Adi Da’s next round of communications. 
By the time I finished with this next round, it could be as late 
as 8 p.m. Somewhere in this daily cycle I cared for the 
iguanas and handled other shared ashram services. 

I cherished being so fully involved in serving the process 
of Adi Da’s daily consideration. Every bit of it was inspiring 
to me. But access to that knowledge was not free: it also 
meant I came into daily contact with His frustration and 
direct criticism. The price for that was responsibility, the 
responsibility to both understand Him and to maintain 
emotional balance in the midst. It was not easy to regularly 
hear His directly expressed emotion. It was not easy to 
understand or process the depth and intensity of His emotion, 
and it took many years for me to come to a discriminative and 
mature perspective on it. 

Nevertheless, from my previous times living with Him, I 
already knew His compassion, integrity, directness, and 
commitment to devotees. I also more deeply understood His 
teaching and His expectations. I knew at least some of the 
reasons for His regular frustration with us, too: He had begun 
His teaching work in 1972. By 1980 there were about one 
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thousand of us fully living as His devotees. Now, in 1990, ten 
years later, there were still only around one thousand 
devotees. Each year, as many people who became devotees, 
left. And even those numbers of new devotees were relatively 
small, no more than fifty or sixty per year. 

He used to half-jokingly say that He felt as if He had been 
“tricked into coming here.” He described His incarnation as a 
“response to human prayers” and that we had called Him to 
here, but then we really didn’t want Him: the fully incarnated, 
life-positive, no-nonsense Spiritual Master who said that in 
order to Realize you had to change your life. We wanted 
someone more like Santa Claus, He said, or the idealized 
Jesus, or the white-haired, long-bearded, soft-spoken saint 
who would cuddle us, encourage us, make us feel good, and 
make no demands upon us. In other words, a teddy bear. We 
could have an imaginary relationship with a teddy bear rather 
than live the very real one with Him. 

When Adi Da was eight years old, an uncle asked Him 
what He wanted to do in His life. His immediate response 
was, “I want to save the world.” And He meant it—then and 
now. During His lifetime, therefore, there was a lot of work 
to do: He had to communicate His teaching; He had to make 
sure it was understood; He had to make sure devotees 
understood the uniqueness of His teaching and how to 
differentiate it from traditional religion and spirituality; He 
had to establish a group of seriously practicing devotees; He 
had to establish means for spiritual continuity. And He had to 
do this with people like us who were steeped in the western 
mind of materialism and doubt, propagandized from birth in 
consumerism and self-fulfillment and the idealization of the 
“self-made man.” 
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We had been schooled to question authority, and 
otherwise raised without cultural appreciation for esoteric 
spiritual truths or respect for those who taught them. It was 
only over time that we came to appreciate the obvious 
difficulty of His work, because it was only over time that we 
came to appreciate the depth to which these, our own 
culturally inherited limitations, tended to pit us against Him 
and undermine the spiritual process. 

Adi Da was urgent in His puipose. Everything He did was 
of this puipose. At times He would deliberately seclude 
Himself from devotees, saying that He needed to shelter us 
from His urgency. However, the devotee members of the Free 
Renunciate Order (only four at this time) were never 
distanced from Him or His urgency. Everyday they stepped 
into this fire and responded to it. And it was those devotees 
committed to daily cultural and practical response to Him 
who also chose to stay involved with Him in His urgency. I 
felt blessed to be among them. 

This was my third time living on Naitauba and serving Adi 
Da and I can honestly say that I felt 100 percent committed to 
serving Him there and never having to leave again. I had no 
desire to be anywhere but there, with Him. From my first 
seeing A Difficult Man and reading The Knee of Listening, I 
knew relationship to Him was the fulfillment of the 
fundamental motion of my being. It was immediately a 
primal certainty in my life. How that worked out practically 
clarified itself and morphed over time, and during this time it 
was a free flowering of love and attention for Him through 
service and the daily sacred life. As overwhelmingly 
demanding as the circumstance was, my life was a joy of 
devotion. 
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In October 1990, a major staffing crisis developed. The 
communications assistant to the FRO was fired and there was 
no one then living on Naitauba to replace him. The only 
replacement for him was the devotee communications liaison 
in California, Kurt. But there was no replacement for him 
either. 

After some consideration it was determined that I should 
return to California to replace Kurt so that he could come to 
hermitage as the FRO communications assistant. Because of 
the urgency of the situation, as soon as Kurt arrived I was 
supposed to leave. I was shattered. 

Adi Da was informed of the proposal. He never liked that 
staffing around Him could be subject to merely institutional 
necessities. He acceded to the exchange though, commenting, 
“But they have so many and we have so few.” 

I was heart-broken. Beyond despair. Nothing, nothing in 
me wanted either to leave Adi Da or to serve in California; 
but I also knew Adi Da’s necessity to have a functional 
institution. I was caught between duty and desire. I thought 
maybe I should just grab a machete and tarp and run into 
Naitauba’s jungle to hide out there, living off coconuts and 
papaya, refusing to leave. 

Kurt arrived five days later. The next morning I was to 
take the boat to Taveuni, but that evening Adi Da sent a 
message to the cultural leaders: “Leroy shouldn’t leave 
without first going on a full three-week retreat.” Oh how I 
love my Guru! How magnificent His integrity! How 
wonderful His personal regard! 

I was so grateful to Adi Da for not allowing me to leave 
right away. I was also hoping that if I had a good retreat, I 
might be asked to do some service other than 
communications once back in California. As much as I loved 
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the communications service, I would welcome a change from 
the stress of constant twenty-four hour availability, the erratic 
schedule, and the random sleep pattern that had been my life 
for the past eighteen months. 

The retreats now in process were about Adi Da’s Spiritual 
“crashing down.” He said He wanted devotees to come to 
Naitauba for at least three weeks so they could go through an 
extended process of sitting with Him in darshan and in 
meditation, as well as being involved in all the sacred 
activities that supported the spiritual process: focused study 
of His teaching, devotional chanting, and practice 
consideration groups. He wanted everything about the retreat 
to maximize devotees’ opportunity to experience His 
Spiritual descent. 

He had always instructed that the tangible Spiritual 
reception of Him was the foundation and process of Spiritual 
life in relation to Him. An early demonstration of this was at 
the Melrose Avenue ashram in Los Angeles, during the 
evening in 1973 we now call “Guru enters devotee.” My first 
experience of this type was in London, when I felt Him enter 
me as Divine Person. He now wanted to make sure all His 
devotees knew Him in this way. 

I moved out of my room in the resident village and joined 
the retreatants in their dormitory. Merging into the retreat 
schedule was like slowly dissolving into a flowing stream of 
happiness and cascading miracles: devotees were being 
overwhelmed by Adi Da’s Spiritual descent and enjoying the 
unique equanimity of devotional ecstasy. The retreatant 
meditation hall was filled with spiritually evoked spontaneous 
vocalizations like growling lions, cats in heat, and orgasmic 
moans. It sounded like a three-ring circus, animated by Adi 
Da’s Spirit current. 
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That was for them. 

I, on the other hand, wasn’t being overwhelmed by 
anything other than my own sorrow. My leaving seemed 
senseless. I didn’t want to leave. I hadn’t asked to leave. I 
was being swapped out for bureaucratic reasons—however 
justified. I was stuck in the sorrow of my impending 
departure. 

My first or second day on retreat I went to the prayer 
temple we called Paduka Mandir. Paduka Mcmdir was a 
place specifically empowered by Adi Da for devotees to do 
the devotional prayer of changes. Offering a prayer there for 
one’s retreat was paid of the retreat process. However deeply 
attracted and committed to Adi Da I was, I was also acutely 
aware of my limits as an unsurrendered and independent 
character. My prayer was a silent cry for revelation, a plea for 
Him, as my Spiritual Master, to show me that He was a force 
superior to my inadequacies in practice or resistance to it. I 
knew I needed His help. 

The reheat was, on the one hand, torturous: in contrast to 
my friends who were reporting profound reception of Adi 
Da’s Spiritual Transmission, I was hardly feeling anything; 
on the other hand, it was heart-melting, because Adi Da did 
and said things that affirmed His own vulnerability to us. His 
sensitivity to our needs, His “Devotees must know that I love 
them.” One day I sent Him a potted hibiscus plant I had 
especially propagated for Him. He responded by sending a 
message saying, “Tell Leroy that I am having the hibiscus he 
sent Me planted just outside the door to Indefinable so that 
each time I go in or out I’ll see it and be reminded of him.” 

The three weeks went by quickly. Despite Adi Da’s 
regular solicitations and the retreat staff’s guidance, I 
remained pretty much a basket case the whole time. It was 
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now the day before I was to leave. There was to be an 
afternoon darshan occasion with Him in The Giving Coat— 
my last. 

Adi Da had come to the village and was in Indefinable. He 
would come to The Giving Coat from Indefinable then return 
there after the occasion. I and the rest of the retreatants were 
already waiting in The Giving Coat, listening to recitations of 
His teaching. 

Two conches sounded when Adi Da left Indefinable to 
walk over. As He entered The Giving Coat, the room took on 
a stillness that transitioned us to the formality of beholding 
Him. Soon after He took His seat, the growls, moans, and 
motions of devotees’ spiritual pleasure began to fill the room. 
Tears of unexpressed sorrow pressurized my chest and eyes. I 
struggled to remain as open as possible and to keep my 
attention on Him. I don’t know why I wasn’t wailing with the 
grief I felt. 

Soon the occasion was over, my suffering unbroken. Adi 
Da stood in front of His chair, giving devotees the 
opportunity to express themselves to Him, to call to Him, to 
praise Him. After a few moments He stalled walking toward 
the door. 

As He walked by me to the door I felt how this could be 
the last time I might ever see Him. As He walked across the 
lawn and approached the door to Indefinable, I spoke His 
name, “Da.” As He entered His residence I was gripped by 
the possibility that this could be the last time I called out His 
name while in His personal sphere. Overcome with this sense 
of finality, I loudly began calling out “Da! Da! . . .” With 
each “Da” my feeling deepened and my heart-invocation 
became more intense. Then, suddenly, at the moment of my 
next plea of “Da,” an overwhelming mass of solid Force, like 
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someone had slammed a massive plate of steel down on top 
of my head, ripped down through me, hit the base of my body 
at the perineum and threw me backwards, semi-conscious, 
flipping and flopping on the floor like a big fish just heaved 
on deck, mindlessly flailing. After a few seconds, I rolled 
over onto my hands and knees in an attempt to regain control 
of my body. Once on all fours, I pushed myself up, upright 
onto my knees and cleared my head. 

My attention was immediately drawn to a vertical column 
of light about three inches across, in the center of my torso, 
paralleling the spine, generating a sensation of intense, 
overflowing pleasure throughout my body. Moreover, this 
column of light had its own integrity, standing there, in me, 
itself radiating praise for Adi Da. From the lower part of my 
body, at the level of the yogic chakra associated with the 
emotion of sorrow, light radiated outward, brilliant, like a 
beacon from a coastal lighthouse. 

Mind overwhelmed, emotions dissolved in deepest feeling, 
heart and throat and whole body now open, I was freely 
weeping and calling out praises to Adi Da. Then, in a sudden 
flash of insight, I burst into tears of gratitude and laughter: I 
remembered my prayer in Paduka Mandir. I had asked Flirn 
to show me Fie was Master—and Fie had done it! For three 
weeks I had been incapable of feeling, of moving beyond my 
emotional limitation; then, in an instant, beyond my capacity 
to be in control. Fie had utterly overwhelmed my mind and 
body with His crashing down. What a Master! What a Guru! 
What a Miracle! Filled with joy and light, I cried and laughed 
until a friend returned to walk with me back to the retreat 
area. 

The next day I boarded the boat to return to the United 
States for the third time. Kathleen would follow in a couple 



A Life with Purpose 1243 


of weeks, after her retreat. I certainly would have preferred to 
stay, but I was happy to at least be doing something I knew 
Adi Da had agreed I should do, and for which I clearly had 
His Spiritual blessing. 



A Gift of Depth 

B ACK IN LAKE COUNTY, I resumed service in 
communications. One day a friend asked me, “I heard 
about your experience on retreat in Naitauba. How’s your 
meditation been? After such a dramatic reception of Him, 
something must have changed.” 

He was right. For me and my friends, that retreat had been 
a tangible demonstration not only of Adi Da’s Self- 
Revelation as Divine Person, but also of His Divine Self- 
Emergence, pressing Himself into and through this human 
level of existence. But nothing in my meditation had changed, 
even though that dramatic reception of Adi Da’s Spiritual 
Transmission could not not make a difference in practice—a 
difference Adi Da had said He was intending. Therefore, 
either I wasn’t allowing that transformation to happen or I 
wasn’t noticing it. I decided to pay closer attention in 
meditation, and, without doing anything, simply observe 
whatever spontaneously occurred. 

The next morning in meditation, in the Pavilion at the 
Mountain Of Attention, as I sat contemplating Adi Da’s 
murti, I noticed a subtle downward pressure on the top of my 
head. Without focusing on the sensation of the pressure I 
continued to contemplate Adi Da. The pressure gradually 
descended as energy and Presence into my body, filling me 
with a sense of fullness and pleasure. The further it 
descended, the more I was moved into a sleep-like state until 
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I was startled awake by the sensation of falling over to my 
left side. 

This experience, including being startled awake, repeated 
itself the next three or four mornings. I decided to change my 
meditation posture from the upright, cross-legged, half-lotus 
position to sitting on a cushion with my legs in front of me. It 
was like sitting on my haunches with the cushion under my 
buttocks as support. This felt like a physically stable position. 
When I would next move into the sleep-like state I could 
cross my aims over my knees and rest my head on them, 
totally relaxing without worrying about falling over. 

The following morning as I was again being moved out of 
my usual consciousness, I rested my head on my folded aims 
and allowed the process to continue. When the descending 
force reached the base of the body, the sensation of falling to 
the side again startled me awake. This time, though, I could 
tell I hadn’t actually been falling. I put my head back down 
on my aims, making the conscious decision to not allow 
myself to be startled awake again. I immediately felt the 
descending force; this time it quickly progressed through the 
body. When it reached the base of the body, I felt the leftward 
sideways falling. Anticipating the reflex to startle awake, I 
reminded myself that the body was stable and wouldn’t fall. 
This time, instead of startling awake, I continued to fall—out 
of the body, awake, into a formless consciousness separate 
from the body. In this condition, still conscious as “myself,” I 
perceived the room much as it had been to my usual 
perception, but it also had a dimension of feeling to it that 
gave it an uncustomary depth. When I looked to the area 
where I had been seated, I could see my own body. 

It only took a few moments for the novelty of the situation 
to weai - off and for me to feel my obligation to resume 
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meditation—even in this body-less state—and I returned my 
attention to Adi Da’s rnurti to re-engage contemplative 
invocation of Him. After about ten minutes, without 
noticeable transition, I was again conscious as the body, in 
the same position, head on aims on knees. The meditation 
hour was also just ending, so I rose and left the hall. With 
each subsequent meditation the process became quicker and 
clearer, and I could observe more dimensions of the room. 

For the first several months, whenever I was in this out-of- 
body condition in meditation, I had the clear sense of the 
presence of many other beings just beyond the periphery of 
my view. There was one in particular that seemed to be 
stalking me; it seemed to pace back and forth just at the limit 
of my perception of the space around me, lurking in the 
darkness, as if waiting for its moment to do something to me. 
It reminded me of the entity that had burst into my room in 
that small cabin here, at the Mountain Of Attention 
Sanctuary, in the early 1980s. A paid of my attention was 
always on this entity, fearfully, working to keep it away. 

At some point I came to feel that the effort to keep the 
entity at bay was a burden in meditation I no longer wanted. I 
made the decision to relax my fear and my effort to keep the 
dark entity away and allow whatever to simply happen. 
Because all this was occurring on the Sanctuary, I felt I could 
trust that whatever happened would not, at least ultimately, be 
other than benign and appropriate. 

The next meditation, as soon as I sat down I felt Adi Da’s 
Spiritual descent and quickly my consciousness was rolled 
out of the body. I again perceived the dark entity at the 
periphery, watching me. I felt my fear and the effort to keep it 
at a distance. Instead of maintaining that effort, I very simply, 
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consciously, released the effort and fear and turned my 
feeling and attention to Adi Da. 

Immediately, out of the depth of the room, the entity 
pounced, seeming to try to leap into my body through my 
back. I was expecting that a strange energy or personality 
would somehow combine itself with my body and psyche in 
an effort to possess me, but as it made contact with the 
surface of my “skin”, it simply dissolved into a tingling 
sensation of mildly pleasurable energy, as if it had made 
contact with some StarWars -like invisible shield. Nothing 
penetrated. I was both baffled and relieved. 

Although years later, in a conversation with Adi Da 
(which I recount further on), I would come to understand this 
event, for the moment I had no idea how it happened, or why, 
or what it meant. After that, though, I was no longer stalked 
in meditation, and, without that fear, a new depth of reception 
of Adi Da’s Spirit Current became possible. When I sat down 
for meditation I seemed to move directly into the condition of 
bodiless consciousness, and even though I was not 
consciously aware as the body, the sense of bodily pleasure 
was more intense than anything I could have ever imagined. 
Sometimes the descent of pleasure into the body was so thick 
and forceful I felt like I was standing under an enormous 
waterfall of bliss. 

In March 1991, Adi Da finalized what had been a lengthy 
ongoing experiment about the structure of devotees’ living 
circumstances. He summarized it as “the architecture of 
living.” 

The architecture of living was meant to describe a 
progressive lifestyle adaptation to increasingly committed 
practice in Adidam. For those just beginning in Adidam, there 
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were essentially no changes required in one’s living 
circumstance. For those more mature in the practice, one 
would live in a household with other devotees. Typically men 
and women would live in separate households. If living in 
separate households was not workable for intimate partners, 
they would have separate bedrooms. If separate bedrooms 
were not workable, then at least separate beds. The whole 
purpose of the architecture of living was to maximize one’s 
freedom from the effects of casual association with members 
of the opposite sex (including one’s intimate), allow psychic 
integrity, and maximize one’s accountability to one’s friends 
of the same sex. It was a way of facilitating the development 
of separate men’s and women’s cultures. Principally, though, 
it was a means to maximize one’s free attention for the 
relationship to Adi Da. 

Although Kathleen and I lived on the Mountain Of 
Attention at the time, I was essentially living in the 
communications office—an old, thirty-foot long, single-wide, 
poorly insulated, one-bedroom mobile home that had been 
converted into office space. Among the computers and desks 
and file cabinets there was a couch I made my home. 
Personal life? I had none. I was shackled to the computer 
doing multiple daily transmissions back and forth with 
Naitauba. There seemed to be endless notes from Adi Da, and 
endless reports back from the culture and management. It was 
a period of intense reflection of our bureaucratizing 
Adidam—what Fie created as the “Sacred Institution”—into a 
“religion business,” ineffective at its best, Fie would say, 
miscommunicating FTis teaching at its worst. 

Adi Da had given a unique Spiritual teaching and was 
Flimself an unprecedented Spiritual Master. Fie said that if we 
understood Flim we would be living an equally unique way of 
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life, necessarily attractive to others. But He described us as 
“club members” and “religious consumers,” distracted by our 
social and sexual pre-occupations. He asked, “Where are the 
serious practitioners who will righten everything?” At one 
point He said He would rather dissolve Adidam, throw it 
away, than have it be an inauthentic, merely exoteric 
institutional (mis)representation of Him and His teaching. 

Around this same time, July 1991, Ruchiradama Quandra 
Sukhapur (the most senior devotee renunciate member of the 
FRO) gave a presentation to devotees worldwide about Adi 
Da’s consideration of the intensive practice that was His call 
and that could be part of tightening our relationship to Him. 
Her presentation included a discussion of “single celibacy,” 
that is, being single and celibate as a way to be more focused 
in practice (and not being interested in intimate emotional- 
sexual relationship at all). 

Although this consideration regularly happened in 
hermitage, this was the first time it was presented to the 
worldwide gathering. It was a landmark occasion. All the 
devotees living in and around the Mountain Of Attention met 
in the largest community facility we had at the time (a triple- 
wide mobile home nearby the Sanctuary), and in the evening, 
over the speakerphone, Quandra Sukhapur gave her 
presentation from Naitauba. She read aloud Adi Da’s notes, 
then added a few comments and suggestions for how to 
discuss them. 

From His notes, it was clear that Adi Da wanted devotees 
to do whatever necessary to focus on practice and become 
effective in making His teaching available to others. He also 
made it clear - that our social and sexual lives were our 
principal alternative to such focus. He further made it clear 
that there were many devotees who had been around 
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sufficiently long to know this, to have understood this, and 
who should be able to simply drop their alternatives and 
distractions and “get on with it.” 

The first thirty minutes of the discussion saw the often 
typical Adidam-style large group meeting bolt into life. Like 
unbridled horses out of a stalling gate, we charged forth with 
intensity, anxiety, frustration, humor, and self-righteousness. 
There were the “rah-rah” and soap-box types who felt we 
could all just become single celibates and go out and save the 
world and please the Guru; there were those who reacted to 
the rah-rah’s and called them idealists; there were those who 
felt Adi Da just wanted devotees to “practice more 
authentically” wherever they were; there were those who 
instantly plummeted into an abysmal depression, feeling they 
could never do what He asked; and there were those who 
insisted that if everyone would just shut up and not speak all 
at once we could have an intelligent discussion. 

After about a half-hour, things settled down. They always 
did. And there was a response that eventually eased the 
situation. Whatever way it looked, it was always inspiring to 
me to consistently witness devotees moved to change their 
lives in response to Adi Da’s callings. To go deeper in their 
relationship to Him was always each devotee’s priority. This 
evening, many people did feel they wanted to do that by 
choosing single celibacy. I was one of those. There were 
about forty others. 

Splitting up with Kathleen was odd. Totally apart from 
any spiritual impulse, my decision was part of my duty- 
bound, military mind. It was also paid of my religious 
idealism. It was also paid of my search. Kathleen had none of 
those motivations, but she knew I had to respond, so she 
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willingly, however regretfully, let me go. Because she was 
now de facto single, she also volunteered to participate. 

Kathleen had a remarkable experience the morning after 
we formally declared our “single celibacy.” She told me that 
as she woke up, still feeling the deeply penetrating heartbreak 
of us separating, she turned her head to the side to look at the 
photograph of Adi Da she kept on her bedside table. As she 
looked at the photo, suddenly, she said, Adi Da became 
“alive” and “present” to her. She said her heart was instantly 
opened and filled with His love-blissful energy, and that her 
body was soon filled from head to toe with the feeling of 
Him. She said she then sat up and gazed around the room in 
awe, seeing and feeling a different reality than she had ever 
experienced: Adi Da permeated her whole body and mind 
with love-bliss, and as she looked around she felt that same 
love-bliss surrounding and permeating every single particle of 
the room. Everything literally shone with the delight and the 
happiness of Adi Da’s Spiritual Love-Bliss. The air was thick 
with it. She said she felt there was no problem anywhere and 
that her entire being was flooded with this reality of Adi Da 
being present literally everywhere as Happiness itself, Love- 
Bliss itself. Everything, she said, was only Him. At least for 
the moment she felt her new “singleness” (with Adi Da, and 
without me) unproblematic. 

That evening we all met with the management and cultural 
staff in an office with a large whiteboard and organizational 
chart. The organizational chart showed all the principal 
service vacancies in Adidam. There were a lot—especially in 
the mission. In all the regions where devotees lived there was 
a need for trained missionaries, mission managers, public 
speakers, and cultural educators. Lilling these vacancies was 
going to be a lot easier now that individuals, rather than 
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couples, could be assigned to the various positions. Adi Da 
had even recommended that devotees volunteering for 
mission service be sent to different regions than their former 
intimate. At the end of the evening I was asked to stay at the 
Mountain Of Attention to do communications, and Kathleen 
was asked to go to Ottawa, Canada, as a missionary and 
public speaker. Within the week, she and a girlfriend devotee 
from Toronto had begun their automobile journey across the 
USA to Katimavik, Canada, and I was back in my trailer. 

About four months later, everyone’s versions of duty or 
idealism had exhausted themselves. One by one, the singles 
and celibates reunited. I, too, was ready to get back together 
with Kathleen. 

In her service, Kathleen had traveled from Ottawa to 
Washington, DC, then to Seattle. She called me from Seattle 
to tell me that she now had had her fill of the constant specter 
of single celibacy and wanted nothing more to do with it. She 
said she didn’t want to return to the Mountain Of Attention 
and didn’t want to re-engage our relationship knowing that I 
was always susceptible to the call. 

I couldn’t convince her to return. I asked several of her 
women friends to talk with her. After talking it through with 
them she agreed to return and again be with me. But you 
know, idealism (especially idealism in religion, and more 
especially the idealism of celibacy and religion in those of us 
with a Catholic-related Christian background) is extremely 
difficult to shake. Thus, despite having been shown over and 
over and over and over again that idealism had nothing to do 
with Adi Da’s teaching (and having just seen that proven 
again), two months later I told Kathleen I wanted to 
reconsider being single. We met with some friends and again 
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ended our relationship. For her, this was the most difficult of 
all our separations. She was utterly distraught—and angry. 
She told me later that she felt as though her life had been 
completely ripped out from under her. Two weeks later, 
though, I again flipped, and begged her to resume our 
intimacy. I was lucky—she agreed. 

It was a crazy period for me and I was so grateful to 
Kathleen for hanging in there. Shortly after finally getting 
back together, she and I agreed that we needed some time 
away from the institutional setting of Adidam and the limiting 
living circumstance of the Sanctuary. We wanted, and 
needed, extended human time together. We moved to the Los 
Angeles community, which at the time was located in 
Camarillo, approximately forty miles north of Los Angeles. 

We were able to live a less pressurized life in Camarillo, 
while continuing to practice seriously. In the first year we had 
more fun together than we had experienced in a long, long 
time—maybe ever. We allowed ourselves a broader approach 
to the disciplines than possible on the Sanctuary. We 
thoroughly enjoyed our sexing, becoming more liberal, free, 
and expressive than we had ever been. And we spent more 
relaxed time together doing things like going to local concerts 
and museums. We even stalled a little soap-making business 
together. 


Adi Da’s Spiritual Descent continued to characterize my 
meditation. On one occasion. His Bliss filled my body like a 
mounting ocean wave, swelling me into uncontainable 
emotions of overwhelming love and worship of Flim. The 
Bliss itself was Flim, and it was Love and it was Worship— 
undifferentiated, all at the same time. The force of love and 
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worship swooned me, and, if I allowed it, would become me. 
I felt I knew the ecstasy of Divine Love that the great 
religious mystics of all traditions spoke about. Meditation 
was opening my heart to a depth I never knew possible. The 
happiness I began to feel in daily life was everything I could 
have ever hoped for. The fruits of spiritual life, in life, 
confirmed themselves to me. And I was inspired by what was 
happening so spontaneously. 

At some point I noticed I had been allowing my attention 
to be caught up in the experience of the bliss itself. In 
meditation the next morning, as I moved into body-less 
awareness and into the flow of bliss, I consciously retrieved 
my attention from the experience and turned it to Adi Da via 
the rnurti. When I first did this, the feeling of bliss only 
intensified, again grabbing my attention. The second time I 
returned my attention to Adi Da the bliss utterly 
overwhelmed me in a flash flood of infinite depth and breadth 
that swept me to His feet. The bliss became a massive, 
constant flow of the profoundest Adoration: Adoration of Adi 
Da. Adi Da in person, Adi Da as the Divine Person. 

Moreover, as this current of Bliss and Adoration 
continued, I felt myself being dissolved in it. My identity as a 
separate “I” was being drawn into an undifferentiated, self¬ 
less, ecstasy of Adoration. Then, somehow, suddenly, I 
became conscious that “I” was about to totally disappear— 
and I reacted. I became afraid, even repulsed, and I startled 
myself out of meditation into waking consciousness, shutting 
down the experience altogether. 

Up to this point I had been willing and able to pass 
through the transformation necessary to move beyond the 
limits of identification with the body. I was now faced with 
the next limit, a limit on feeling-ecstasy and the loss of self 
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altogether. In this first, dramatic, devotional encounter at 
depth, I had more than balked—I had strongly reacted. And 
that reaction of self-preservation was itself painful. I was 
beginning to get the picture of the devotional ecstasy inherent 
in the relationship to Adi Da—and it was not a program of 
the ego. In fact, ego and devotional ecstasy could not exist 
simultaneously. “The Guru acquires His devotee,” He used to 
say, and as He had thoroughly proven. 

I felt my experiences were also showing me something of 
the nature of ego-death in the Spiritual practice that Adi Da 
taught, or so it seemed to me. But ego-death or ecstasy in the 
Divine Person, I certainly saw the degree to which I, as ego 
and egoic activity, was afraid of it and even resisted it. At 
least this is how my experience was developing, and how I 
understood it at the time. 

This fear and repulsion was a shocking revelation, and 
although I understood it intellectually as the reflexive 
reaction of ego—and Adi Da had thoroughly described it in 
His teaching—I didn’t have a real-life perspective on it. I 
continued in reaction to it, unable to simply bring my feeling 
back to Adi Da. I even flipped into a mode of self- 
preservation. Although in meditation I still passed beyond 
identification with the body, the experience of bliss in 
meditation began to diminish. Then on one occasion, a month 
or so later, the waterfall-like bliss poured down on me with a 
force at least equal to any I had ever experienced. This time I 
stood arched-back in the falls as the watery bliss crashed onto 
my hyper-extended chest. I cried out for more and more, and 
even demanded more. I wanted to be filled. I wanted to be 
pleasurized. My demand eventually became a cravenness that 
shook me out of meditation into a trembling and painful 
shame. 
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The trauma of this further self-revelation was too much for 
me. I collapsed emotionally, and, with that self-concern, the 
vulnerability necessary for real meditation was buried. For 
the time being, profundity disappeared from my meditative 
and devotional life. Again I was face to face with my own 
superficiality, and, for the first time, I was also filled with 
deep self-doubt. It seemed to me that this period of 
availability to Adi Da’s Spiritual Transmission had been 
initiated by His response to my desperate calling to Him, 
“Da, Da, Da,” on that last darshan occasion. I asked myself, 
Do I have to be that desperate? Is that what is required of me 
all the time? I didn’t know, but I didn’t want to feel that 
vulnerable again and was unwilling to do so. Any longing I 
felt for the ecstasy and bliss now seemingly unavailable to me 
appeared only as a desire for gratuitous self-fulfillment, 
consolation, and glorified self-identity. I had lost the thread of 
surrender in devotion and meditation. I had confused my 
desperate emotional state with the profound equanimity that 
comes with true recognition of Adi Da and consistent turning 
to Him, which naturally open the body-mind to His Spiritual 
Blessing and to release into His Transcendental Spiritual 
State. 

I was in reaction; and concerned about it. I had lost sight 
of the simplicity of turning to Him. 


When—In The Midst Of Your Devotional Turning To 
Me—You Become (Perhaps, Even Acutely) Sensitized To 
Your Own “Act Of Narcissus’’ [focus on self as separate 
other], You Are (In Reality) Simply Feeling My Divine 
Avataric Imposition, Pressing Upon You (In Your 
Separate and Separative Presumption Of ego-“I”). 

.../... 
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In every Such moment Of Heightened Sensitivity To 
Your Own ego-Act, You Must Simply Continue To 
Responsively Turn (and, Thus and Thereby, To 
Surrender ) To Me (In and As My Divinely-Avatarically- 
Born Bodily Human Divine Form and Person )— 
Instead Of Reacting To The (By-My-Divine-Avataric- 
Grace-Given) Revelation Of Your Own egoity. 

Whenever You Are Caught Up In Your Reaction To 
The (Sometimes) Inevitable Natural Difficulties Of The 
Practice In My Divine Avataric Company, You Are Not 
Responding To Me_ (or Turning To Me) . 

Rather (In That Case), You Are Turning Away From 
Me—and Turning Toward (and Upon) Your egoic 
Patterning (Of Separation and Separativness). 

(from The Dawn Horse Testament) 


There’s an adage in Adidam that goes something like this: 
“When you are driving to the airport to go to hermitage, 
whatever you do, don’t answer the phone.” 

In August 1994, Kathleen and I were invited back to 
Naitauba—I for communications, Kathleen for transcribing. 
At the time of the invitation, Adi Da was in Suva. He was 
refusing to live on Naitauba if devotees were not going to 
make it a true hermitage for Him. His mood was a reflection 
of our insensitivity to the purpose of hermitage and to the 
necessity for serious renunciate practice. 

Preparing for the move, Kathleen and I had sold or given 
away everything we wouldn’t need in Fiji, and only one hour 
before leaving Camarillo for Los Angeles International 
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Airport, a proud new owner and his family had driven away 
in our old Buick. Kathleen and I had loaded all our bags into 
our friend’s car and our housemates were all outside with us 
as we hugged and said our good-byes. We had just opened 
the car door to get in when, echoing from the open kitchen 
window, we heard the phone ring. No one moved. We all 
looked at each other. Do we answer it or not? Do Leroy and 
Kathleen drive away first, then we answer it? Could it really 
be one of those calls? I decided that it would be better to find 
out here than at the airport. It’s still ringing. It’s important. A 
housemate went in to answer. 

“Leroy, it’s the Island. It’s for you.” 

I can’t believe it. All the stories I’ve heard about these 
moments are true! 

I took the call. It was a message being relayed from Adi 
Da: “No one should get on a plane to come to Fiji.” 

Oh man! It is exactly one of those calls. OK. So. He isn’t 
saying explicitly that we shouldn ’t come. He is just saying 
“don’t get on a plane. ” But, that doesn ’t do us a lot of good 
because we certainly aren ’t going to go over by boat. 

I decided to get as much clarification as possible and 
called someone in communications where Adi Da was 
staying in Suva. My friend repeated the message verbatim, 
but also said that he thought the situation could change at any 
time. I discussed the predicament with Kathleen and our 
(hopefully-former) housemates. We decided to tell him we 
would continue on to the airport, and, because the flight 
wasn’t leaving for several hours, call for an update when we 
got there. 

Off we went, potentially homeless and car-less, nervous 
wrecks with two non-refundable tickets to Fiji in hand. As 
anxious as we were, the situation was so “classic” as to also 
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be funny. Too, it seemed like a test, a lover’s tease. How 
badly did we want to see Him? When it came down to the 
wire, which would be stronger, our panic or our passion? We 
knew He would know. 

The line at the Qantas/Air Pacific check-in was already 
long, and there was a row of public phones just around the 
corner from the check-in counter. Excellent. It would be at 
least an hour before our turn to check in. At about fifteen 
minutes before we would have to check-in, I went to the 
phones to call for an update. No change. “Does Beloved 
know our flight is this evening?” “Yes, He knows.” 

The line behind us was about thirty minutes long. We 
moved, with all our baggage, to the back of the line. 

Five minutes before getting to check-in I called again. No 
change. “Does Beloved know we are at the airport?” “Yes, 
He knows.” 

The line behind us was only about ten minutes long. I 
called back. “Can you let Beloved know that we really want 
to return to hermitage to serve Him, and that we are at the 
airport waiting to get on the flight?” He responded, “I can 
only try to get a message through. You know I can’t 
promise.” 

This was cutting it really close. If the “OK” came at the 
latest possible moment, we wouldn’t have time to check all 
our bags. Kathleen and I huddled: our tickets were non- 
refundable; in addition to feeling the situation as a direct play 
with Adi Da, we also understood that coming back to Fiji this 
time was a test of our intention, especially since we had 
already been hermitage residents three times before; we 
couldn’t presume anything, and didn’t want to disobey His 
instructions. 
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I called Suva again. No change. “Did Beloved get the 
message?” “Yes.” “But you haven’t heard anything yet?” 
“No, not yet.” 

I took a deep breath and told Kathleen what I thought, 
“OK, here’s what I think we should do. We check our 
baggage and then call one more time. Since we have return 
tickets, even if there is still no response, we’ll get on the 
flight. If, when we arrive in Fiji, the answer is still “no,” we 
take the next flight back to the US.” She agreed. 

We checked our baggage. It was another ten minutes 
before we had to catch the shuttle out to the airplane. 

I called. No change. My friend in Suva added, “But 
something seems to be happening here. Give me a call back 
in ten minutes.” I didn’t tell him the plan. 

Everyone was now checked in for the flight. In contrast to 
the otherwise noisy and bustling airport lobby, the space in 
front of the Qantas/Air Pacific counter was quiet and vacant. 
The last persons from the check-in counter were rushing for 
the shuttle. Only seven of the ten minutes had passed. 

Kathleen was now beside me at the public phone. We 
couldn’t wait any longer and risk missing the flight. I called. 
As soon as my friend in Suva picked up the phone, he 
blurted, “OK, you can come. And Beloved wants to know as 
soon as you arrive in Nadi. Fie says you should come straight 
to Suva, and let Flim know when you arrive in Suva, too.” 

Hoooooray!!!!!!!! I was so relieved, so happy, so 
instantaneously de-stressed, I'm sure that if I had had a full 
bladder I would have pissed all over myself! And like two 
supercharged sprinters Kathleen and I bolted down the halls 
of LAX arriving at the final shuttle to the airplane jumping 
through its doors with literally no time to spare no mind to 
think and no room to be anything but, happy. How 
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magnificent Adi Da’s play! How over-the-top His humor! 
How intimate His regard. And how perfect His timing. 

And our flight? The plane was only about one-fourth full, 
and, without us asking, the stewardess upgraded our tickets to 
business class and moved us upstairs to the dome area of the 
747 where for ten hours Kathleen and I relaxed and enjoyed 
the spacious apartment-like accommodations, alone, 
oblivious to any sense of being rocketed through space at 
0.84 times the speed of sound, seven miles above the surface 
of the earth. 



August. The heart of winter in Fiji. Even so, stepping off the 
plane, the Fijian air was warm and moist as it first touched 
my face like a personal Bula! (Greetings! Hello!), welcoming 
me again to the only place on earth I really wanted to be. It’s 
not that I liked sweating all the time; rather, the almost 
constant physical discomfort caused by the combination of 
heat and humidity reminded me that I was here—and Adi Da 
was too. 

I immediately called the house to let them know we had 
arrived safely. I was told we should come straight to Suva. 
We caught the express bus and were there in three and a half 
hours. 
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When we arrived in Suva, we found out that Adi Da was 
staying in the house of a devotee and hadn’t been seeing 
anyone other than those who were needed to serve Him. 
Usually we would have been able to offer our arrival gifts 
directly to Him, in person, but not this time. For a devotee, 
the mere sight of the Guru is a profound and sacred occasion; 
that Adi Da was not seeing anyone or granting darshan was a 
serious disapprobation of devotees’ wrong relationship to 
Him. We gave our arrival gifts to one of the women serving 
Him in the house. She passed them on to Him. He now knew 
we were here. 

Another of the women had an idea. Adi Da was about to 
be served His lunch. She suggested that if we looked in 
through the window, she would open a section of the 
Venetian blinds and we might be able to see Him as He 
walked from His bedroom to the dining room. Kathleen and I 
positioned ourselves outside by the window as she twisted 
them open. After a minute, we saw Adi Da walk down the 
hall towards us and turn to His left into the dining room. A 
moment later we saw His chair slide back—He was 
positioning Himself in our full and unobstructed view. He 
didn’t look around. He wasn’t eating. He simply sat, the way 
He often sat in darshan—motionless, swollen with a fullness 
that melted His face and body into a roundness and that 
radiated into the space and psyche of everything around Him, 
including us. After about two minutes, He slowly moved His 
chair back into the dining room and out of view. He 
obviously and deliberately had shown Himself to us, 
reminding us of the realness of our relationship with Him and 
the reciprocity of love, deepening our feeling and desire to be 
with Him. He had let us know we were in the right place. It 
was another demonstration to me of how He always related to 
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His devotees intimately and personally, despite the 
bureaucracy that revolved around Him and that often seemed 
to isolate Him and hold Him captive. 

While we were en route from California, Adi Da had 
changed the emotional-sexual requirement for living in 
hermitage to single celibate renunciation. “This is a hermitage 
ashram, meant for true Spiritual renunciates, and everyone 
should conform to the expectations of a true renunciate 
hermitage rather than everyone conforming to the lowest 
common denominator.” A consideration with the devotee 
residents had resulted in everyone there declaring they would 
do that—be single and celibate—which meant they had 
relinquished their intimacies. About two weeks after our 
arrival in Suva, Adi Da returned to Naitauba. The day after 
we were all back on the Island, He asked about us: “Leroy 
and Kathleen have just arrived; what’s going on with them? 
Are they single celibates?” 

The cultural spokesperson responded, “No, Beloved, at 
this time they’re not. They didn’t know it was a residency 
requirement. That decision happened while they were en 
route.” 

“Well,” He said, “they’ve lived here before, so they knew 
what to expect.” 

He was right on both counts. And with that, Kathleen and 
I became single and celibate—again. For us and our friends, 
becoming “single celibates” was more a statement about our 
love for Adi Da than an expression of spiritual maturity. He 
knew that, and accepted it. 

My principal service was originally to be communications, 
but the Island’s shipping manager recently had to leave and I 
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was asked to replace him. I accepted, and also resumed care 
of the iguanas. 

During my time away, another devotee, a Ph.D. ecologist, 
had temporarily taken care of the iguanas. He had built a few 
small cages, which held a total of eight iguanas. Adi Da had 
had many conversations with him about options we had for 
participating in endangered species conservation programs. 
Even from the first years of coming to Naitauba, rules were 
established that allowed the Fijian staff only limited fishing in 
the reef and the collecting of land crabs, but did not allow the 
hunting of anything else in the lagoon or on the reef: lobster, 
clams, turtles, turtle eggs, or sea cucumbers. Because of this 
policy, our island neighbors knew us as conservationists and 
Naitauba as something of an ecological preserve. 

Adi Da wanted to maximize whatever iguana breeding 
program we could manage; He asked me to create the proper 
facilities to do it. Up to this point in time my services in 
editorial and communications—and now shipping—had 
always kept me at a distance from having to function within 
the political/fiscal workings of the institution. Now, having to 
actually make something happen that required funding and 
material supplies, I was in the thick of it. As much 
apprehension as I had about the position I found myself in, I 
also very much appreciated it because I was in direct 
accountable relationship to Adi Da. I acknowledged this to 
Him only a couple of weeks later in a special gathering He 
had called for all devotees on the Island: 

“Beloved Lord, I want to thank You for having asked me 
to create a new environment for the iguanas. In doing this 
project I feel I am directly accountable to You.” 

In a pleased and instructive tone, He replied, “Yes. It’s My 
way of letting you know that I know you’re here.” 
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We all chuckled—both amused by His comment’s 
cleverness and touched by its personalness. He was also 
making it clear that He would be looking for very tangible 
gifts in my service and devotion to Him—something He had 
always said was integral to spiritual practice. As was often 
the case, His regard was both a blessing and a test. 

The next day in the notes Adi Da commented further about 
the new iguana environment. He said that He understood 
there may be limited funds, but that since we were rounding 
up the wild cattle on the Island for sale, He wondered if the 
proceeds from the sale of the cattle could be used for building 
it. 

I was elated: I was given a project by the Guru, to do for 
Him, accountable to Him, and He was also suggesting the 
means to accomplish it! What a relief! The often major 
complication in such matters—funding—was not to be mine. 

I waited until the next day to check in with Island 
management about the money: how much there would be, 
when it would be available, how to access it. I wanted to 
make sure they had also received these communications from 
Adi Da. I was expecting that everyone would be as pleased as 
I by the Guru’s idea. I entered the sanctuary manager’s office 
and sat down. 

“Hi. You read Beloved’s notes about the iguanas and the 
cattle sale?” I began. 

“Yeah,” he said without enthusiasm. 

“What’s the situation, then? When do you think the money 
will be available?” 

“There isn’t any money.” 

“What do you mean? I know there are the cattle, and I 
know we’ve sold them before. What’s the problem?” 
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I felt a rising anxiety, an ocean swell of emotion speeding 
toward some unknown jagged cliffs. 

The sanctuary manager swung around in his chair to face 
me. The tone of his voice had a detached, dispassionate 
finality to it. “We’ve already spent the money budgeted from 
the cattle sales. There won’t be any for the iguanas.” 

What, What , WHAT?! 

My expectations had been so summarily and indifferently 
cut off that I couldn’t catch my breath to utter a sound. I'd 
been heaved up against the cliffs and dashed into oblivion. I 
couldn’t speak. I stood up and walked out, infuriated, livid 
with rage, feeling that I had been totally screwed over by an 
insidious, immoral, and evil management mishandling funds. 
I couldn’t help my feelings. To me, in that moment, this man 
had casually and without concern put me in a position 
whereby I couldn’t fulfill my commitment to my Guru. 

The next day, after calming down a bit, I returned to the 
sanctuary manager’s office to again go over the situation. 
Maybe there was an alternative approach. We talked a bit. 
Hearing the details of how the money from the anticipated 
sale of the cattle had already been spent, and why there was 
no money from anywhere else, upset me even more. Even 
though I knew that Island finances were always difficult, 
stretched, and necessarily creatively managed, I was devoid 
of either sympathy or compassion. I came unglued and began 
yelling at him, clearly expressing how upset I was that his (to 
my reactive, compassionless, and vengeful mind) 
irresponsible way of handling money was screwing me over 
in relationship to Adi Da. But he had no sympathy. He had 
enough problems of his own, he said. He didn’t want to listen 
to my tirade any more. He wanted me out of his face. I left. 
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rabid. As far as I was concerned my friend was just a prick. 
Yes. A prick. 

But before I go any further, I need to say something about 
“pricks” in Adidam: Ego offends, and ego takes offense. One 
of the foundations of the Way has always been self¬ 
understanding. In the process of feeling one’s own activity as 
separation or the avoidance of relationship, one has to be able 
to recognize one’s self as fa5ade, lie, illusion, pretense, or . . . 
prick. Most of the time, though, we are hiding, defending 
ourselves and manipulating our lives—however great, 
humble, crazy, tragic, sublime or seemingly ordinary they 
may be—to protect and preserve our sense of self. It seemed 
to many of us that Adi Da was fearless in allowing someone 
to work his (or her) way into a circumstance where who he or 
she was deep down would get played out and become visible. 
He always gave devotees “enough rope to hang themselves” 
so they could get whatever needed lesson in self¬ 
understanding. I eventually learned that this meant if 
someone was a power-mongering prick, he likely would find 
his way into a position of however much power necessary— 
Prick Heaven, I suppose—to “do his thing,” and at some 
point we, and sometimes Adi Da, would have to deal with the 
problems it created. If the person was able to understand 
himself and be culturally accountable for changing, likely he 
could continue his service. If not, he was replaced. 

A corollary to this is that the strength of one’s practice is 
revealed when one is at one’s worst. That is, in an extreme 
circumstance, to what degree would the devotee (offender or 
offended) be able to remain in relationship with his (or her) 
friends and hear whatever feedback from them without 
having to defend himself or justify his actions? And, in those 
same circumstances, would he be able to truly remain in 
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contemplation of the Guru, or otherwise remember and 
invoke Him? Adi Da once described Adidam as “The Way of 
the Transcendence of Reactivity.” This is one of the things 
He means when He calls Adidam a reality process—you have 
to see what is really going on (self-contraction) and you have 
to really transcend yourself—all the time. So it isn’t fair of 
me to refer to the sanctuary manager as a “prick” in any 
damning, negative sense. Labeling my friend a “prick” was 
just me flailing a placard announcing, in this case, that I 
wasn’t even coming close to transcending my reactivity. 

As a reality process, Adi Da said that one had to become 
intimate with both the small r (conditional) reality and the 
capital R (Transcendental) Reality. Conditional r-rcality was 
the theater of all egos making all their choices based on their 
presumptions of separate existence, suffering all the resulting 
consequences (the “growling pit,” He sometimes called it). 
Every one of us. He said, was blindly locked into an endless 
destiny or pattern of egoically determined cause and effect 
(however apparently negative or positive), until there was the 
noticing of the Transcendental A’-Rcality. That Reality 
impinged on us from “outside” the egoic domain but was not 
Itself separate from it. So He let us make our choices. It often 
seemed to me that much of the theater of His instruction to us 
(especially in the emotional-sexual area) was Him simply 
permitting us to do what we already wanted to do. but were 
too afraid or self-suppressed or socially suppressed to admit 
to or do on our own. His Spiritual Presence was a pressure 
that even enforced reality; that is, to the degree that I, as His 
devotee, resisted practice or failed to notice or surrender to 
the Transcendental A’-Rcality (Him), my own sense of 
separate suffering seemed more real, solid, and even 
magnified. 
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The principle of the Way had always been based on 
recognizing the truth of our already inherent non-difference 
from the Transcendental Spiritual /^-Reality and allowing 
ourselves to be attracted into that egoless “condition” that we 
knew as Adi Da Himself, His Transcendental Spiritual State. 
In this moment, however, I was definitely failing to notice 
and surrender. I was getting a dose of my own granite-like r- 
reality: my choice to be angry and dissociative. 

Regardless, I still had my commitment to Adi Da to build 
a new environment for the iguanas, so I had to figure out a 
way to fulfill it. In order to do something immediately, I 
decided to first build an experimental environment from used 
materials I could scrounge around the Island. This approach 
turned out to be quite useful, because in doing so I was able 
to observe the iguanas’ behaviors, interactions, relationships, 
ability to jump and climb and dig, and thus empirically 
establish important parameters for the final environment such 
as necessary wall heights and textures, distances from foliage 
to the walls and cage screen, kinds of foliage, construction 
materials, cage mesh size, and so forth. 

It was about three months before I completed the 
experimental cage and its variations and had sufficiently 
observed the iguanas in it. It took another couple of weeks for 
me to draw up a design for the final environment based on 
my findings and get Adi Da’s approval for its location. 

The experimental environment hadn’t required any 
money, but work on the final one certainly would—and there 
wasn’t any. My upset resurfaced; my urge to blame and 
punish rode along. I didn’t know what to do. I still felt I had 
been forced into a situation where I would have to lie to Adi 
Da. 



A Gift of Depth I 271 


Around this same time Kathleen was saying she wanted to 
leave Naitauba. She told me that being a single celibate 
wasn’t working for her and that she wanted to return to the 
larger community in the United States to get on with her life 
and practice. For her, being in intimacy was integral to the 
way she felt she needed to live spiritual practice; she knew 
this about herself, so she needed to be where she could fully 
engage an intimate emotional-sexual relationship. 

Unexpectedly, Adi Da called for a gathering. Fie had 
recently been commenting on our lack of Spiritual sensitivity 
to Flim, and said Fie felt we were bemoaning our celibacy, 
resulting in little attention for real practice or for service to 
Flim. In the gathering Fie described us as “fake celibates,” 
“dried up” and without energy, and said that Fie might have 
to withdraw the single celibacy requirement for hermitage 
residency. Fie asked who felt they weren’t a celibate. No one 
raised their hand. Long, anxious, drawn out moments of 
silence passed as Fie looked over the room and waited for a 
response. Up went a hand. It was Kathleen. She told Flim 
everything she had been feeling, including her sense of 
needing to leave hermitage in order to practice in 
relationship. Fie responded: “Well, Kathleen, I notice Leroy 
didn’t raise his hand, so if you are going to possibly stay in 
hermitage I guess it would have to be as an intimate of one of 
the other men here. Do you have an interest in any of them?” 

“Yes, Beloved. Jesse.” 

“Jesse, do you have any interest in Kathleen?” 

“No, Beloved.” 

“Any others, Kathleen?” 

“No, Beloved.” 

“Well, Kathleen, I guess that means you’re still on the 
boat.” 
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My heart went out to her. I knew this was a very difficult 
moment. I also knew it was a crisis she had to go through. 

Adi Da turned His attention to the rest of us. “Does 
anyone else have anything to say for themselves? Speak up.” 

Joyce spoke first. “Beloved Master. I’ve been in several 
relationships over the years, and, as You know, even raised a 
child. I feel I no longer need to be in an emotional-sexual 
intimacy. I have learned the lessons of those and I no longer 
want to be distracted by what they require. I just want to 
focus in the practice. I ask for Your Guidance as to whether I 
should remain a single celibate or consider returning to my 
former intimacy.” 

Joyce was a long-time devotee and Adi Da knew her and 
her former intimate, Kenneth, very well. When she had 
finished, Adi Da compassionately, yet very straightforwardly, 
described her approach to practice, her preference for life¬ 
avoiding asceticism, and what He had observed over the past 
many months. Then He summarized, “You asked for My 
instruction: Put it out for Kenneth. Get into it. Keep your 
practice on the ground.” 

I couldn’t believe what I had just heard: a devotee had 
asked for His direct instruction—and He had given it. I hadn’t 
seen Him do this in years. It was rare. It was priceless. I shot 
up my hand. He looked over at me and with a slight upward 
nod of His head indicated I could begin. 

“Beloved Lord, thank You for giving Your Instruction to 
Joyce. I also ask for Your Guidance. I feel single celibacy has 
been working for me. Whenever anything comes up I feel it 
easily dissipate in the simple turning to You. I feel my sexual 
mind even being dissolved in dreams—” 

“Get back together with Kathleen.” 
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Whoa. That was clear. That was direct. However true my 
confession, as of that moment, with His rapid, stacattoed 
injunction, I was no longer single and no longer a committed 
celibate. Neither was Kathleen—and she didn’t have to leave 
hermitage. Either later that same gathering or the next night, 
Adi Da called off the entire celibacy consideration and struck 
it from the hermitage residency requirement (at least for the 
time being). He further said that everyone in hermitage who 
wanted to practice in intimacy should get back together with 
their former intimate. 

We soon entered into another period of celebration with Adi 
Da, including gathering and the use of accessories (alcohol 
and cigarettes and no dietary restrictions). The gatherings 
took place in the village, and for much of the time Adi Da 
lived in Indefinable rather than at The Matrix. At the 
beginning of a gathering He might talk about His art work or 
respond to some questions, but for the most part it was just a 
joyous time of being together. And, whereas previously being 
with Him in such a seemingly informal circumstance had 
been limited to certain small groups, or only hermitage 
residents, now, all retreatants were also invited, which meant 
that any devotee in the world could come be with their Master 
in this way. And they came. 

Several retreatants had professional theatre and music 
backgrounds, so for the first paid of the gatherings there 
would often be performances and skits. One of Adi Da’s 
favorite movies was The Rocky Horror Picture Show. When 
He saw our two most straight-laced resident devotees (a 
professional electrical engineer and his intimate) come out as 
the tremulous Brad and Janet, He absolutely roared with 
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laughter, doubling over, slapping His knees, almost falling off 
His chair. We loved to make Him laugh. 

As any evening progressed, we eventually turned to 
dancing. Adi Da remained in His chair, sometimes watching 
us, but most of the time talking with individual devotees who 
approached Him. You could see Him receiving their gifts 
then hugging them, holding their head between His hands, 
His eyes alight with happiness looking at His devotee as they 
softly spoke to each other, then parted with a kiss. 

Crane, the opera aficionado, was there. As he knelt before 
Adi Da someone put on I Am Who You Are, and as the music 
played they passionately sang it to each other at full volume, 
Crane on his knees, Adi Da sitting on His chair, faces awash 
in smile and love only inches from each other, arms splayed 
to their sides, Adi Da sometimes reaching out to hold Crane’s 
face between His hands or place them on his chest. Then, as 
the music ends, Adi Da kissing our deal - friend, and they 
embrace. 

It was one of His daughters’ birthday around this time. In 
one of the gatherings He spoke about her and how much He 
loved her and all His children, and He began to weep, “They 
arc so beautiful, such life signs, so lively and innocent, and 
yet they too will some day die.” 

One evening Adi Da had been talking about the state of 
the world and His Spiritual work to mitigate some of the 
negative potential at that time. Extending His right hand out 
in front of Him, palm down, slightly moving it up and down 
as if patting a small object suspended in the air. He said, “The 
world is like a hindu [point of light]—very easy to Bless.” 

Someone spoke up, “Thank you. Beloved Lord, for Your 
incomparable Sacrifice to teach us and for Your struggle to 
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communicate Your Teaching. Truly, Your Sacrifice is beyond 
our comprehension, but I know it is real.” 

Adi Da sat silently, His lips moving “Tcha” as He 
received this spontaneous confession of gratitude and 
recognition. I then followed: “Beloved Master, I hear 
devotees speak of Your Sacrifice, but mostly I feel your utter 
uniqueness as Spiritual Master. You bring such clarity to 
everything about life.” 

He responded, “When you become sympathetic with My 
Sacrifice, then you will be willing to make your own.” 

Oh . . . yes . . . right. However much I recognized Him to 
be a great and unprecedented Spiritual Master, however 
unique I understood His teaching to be, the realness of 
practice was equally founded in a genuine human empathy 
with Him. Despite my application to all His instructions, my 
idealism about Him and the practice were continuing signs, 
obvious to Him, of my dissociation from the fullest, down to 
earth, human participation in the practice as He taught it. I 
seemed to need constant reminders. But even with these 
reminders, it just wasn’t altogether “clicking.” I knew I 
wasn’t getting it, but I didn’t know why. I was frustrated by 
my own insensitivity. It was only after both Adi Da’s and my 
father’s passing, and with the writing of this book, that the 
history for this failure to “click” surfaced to awareness. 

There are no heroes in this world—not according to my 
father. Extraordinary men or women were exceptional by 
circumstance. That is, they were ordinary people who 
naturally—as ordinary people—were willing to make a 
personal sacrifice because the situation required it. “Anyone 
would have done the same,” he would say. As a veteran of 
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World War II, this seems to have been his experience in the 
battlefield and it had become a philosophy he passed on to his 
friends and family. I guess I believed it applied to everyone 
and every circumstance because in some way I felt that the 
difficulty of Adi Da’s life and teaching was similar. It was 
just part of His “job”; it came with the territory of being a 
Spiritual Master. 

In the 1980s Adi Da spoke about “The Taboo Against the 
Superior Man.” Using the archetypal examples of Count 
Dracula and Dr. Frankenstein He showed how the “evil” 
quality now associated with these stories is based on the fear 
of, and lack of fullest responsibility for, the sex and life 
functions. The stories themselves are not true, of course. 
Rather, they are metaphors for fearlessness in the face of the 
rawness of our incarnated existence—sex and death in 
particular, bodily life in general. 

Culturally, Americans are rather extreme in their mix of 
individualism and egalitarianism. My father, as a career 
military officer, was no exception, and neither was I. All are 
equal, or at least potentially so, is the Westernized 
“democratized” ideal of the individual person. Along with the 
materialist world-view of popular science, it is one of the now 
deeply rooted blinders to the greater reality of true 
spirituality. 

Moreover, without allowing myself to feel Adi Da’s real 
sacrifice—His allowing Himself to be totally dependent upon 
His devotees (even in the face of our often adolescent 
reactive abuse or neglect) and His unreserved passion and 
defenseless vulnerability in His submission to teach—I 
wouldn’t allow that same vulnerable abandon in my response 
to Him. He was already Love’s Sacrifice; I was yet to 
respond in kind. 
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Without having understood my unconscious prejudices it 
was next to impossible for me to sympathize with Adi Da in 
the way He was calling me to do. Despite my attraction to 
Him and my intuitive acknowledgement of Him, and even my 
genuine experience of Him, I was limited in my openness to 
participate in the ongoing Self-Revelation of His Divine 
Person. 


These gatherings lasted for about six weeks. As joyous 
and inspirational and heart rending as they were, they also 
marked the limit of what I felt was my ability to keep up with 
Him. I longed to be able to be human and ordinary with Him, 
but I just couldn’t. I wanted to approach Him personally, as 
other devotees were doing, but I lacked the spontaneity. The 
one evening I determined to talk with Him to express my love 
I drank too much in my need to loosen up. I had been 
dancing, and within seconds of sitting down beside His chair 
to wait my turn to speak a whirling nausea flushed my head 
and I had to bolt outside to the lawn to retch. I was so ill that 
all I could do was crawl on all fours back to my cabin and 
once inside hang my head out the door and fall asleep. A light 
breeze periodically banged the screen door against my head. 

After that night I felt like I no longer had it in me to 
participate as intensively with Adi Da as I had in the past. I 
felt like I couldn’t take it physically, either the drinking or my 
typically erratic service schedule, and I felt I could never get 
close to Him “personally”—I just wasn’t that type. I felt a 
kind of resignation set in. Over the years I had heard others 
express their own resignation, saying that they knew they 
weren’t going to realize significant spiritual maturity in this 
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lifetime, but in their love for Him still felt that at least they 
could serve. But my resignation seemed to cover everything: 
practice, service, human relationship. Of course I carried on. 
And I still had the Iguanas. And I had my relationship with 
Kathleen. But I was depressed. 

A few months later, Kathleen began feeling again that the 
opportunities for our intimate relational life in hermitage 
were just not sufficient for what she needed. She wanted an 
active intimacy as paid of her life, not just the minimal 
contact possible in the midst of the intense service and 
practice demand around Adi Da. She again talked of wanting 
to leave. I didn’t want to go, but as Kathleen’s intimate I had 
to ask myself whether it would be better to return with her 
and continue in relationship, or stay in hermitage as a likely 
only-temporary single celibate, to begin a new relationship 
with someone else later. Kathleen and I sat on the beach and 
talked about it. She had decided definitely to leave. I was 
torn. The past few months of being together again had 
clarified that I wasn’t a single celibate. I truly loved her and 
enjoyed being with her. If she left and I stayed, sooner or 
later I would enter into relationship with someone else. I 
could only hope for that to happen without having to leave 
hermitage. But to start over? A new relationship? With 
Kathleen I had learned the process of real intimacy. It was 
difficult and rare. It was an invaluable treasure. 

We talked about everything. She never tried to pressure or 
manipulate me to either stay or leave with her. I felt both her 
deep need for the relational sadhana and her heart-breaking 
free release of me to choose as I needed in my relationship to 
Adi Da. But I couldn’t choose. 

However, beneath the surface of my dilemma, an 
altogether different motivation gnawed at me: the resentment 
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I still felt toward the sanctuary manager. I couldn’t deal with 
the intensity of my own emotional reactivity in relation to 
him over the pre-spent money for the iguana environment. To 
leave was to relieve—or at least temporarily bypass—the 
churning of those intensely negative forces within me. I 
decided to go with Kathleen. The Ashram cultural 
representatives did their best to try to convince us otherwise, 
but Kathleen and I persisted in our request to leave and 
eventually a written report went to Adi Da about us. 

Adi Da was still dissatisfied with the hermitage staff, and 
that evening asked everyone to personally tell Him, given His 
criticisms, whether they felt they should remain as residents 
or leave. We all went up to the communications office to get 
on speaker phone with Him. He was in His bedroom at The 
Matrix. One-by-one, in alphabetical order, we all spoke. 

What Kathleen and I each said was not so much based on 
His criticism as on our own reason for leaving, and we 
actually asked Him if we could leave. He was definitely not 
pleased by our request, and made His point strongly with: 
How could a devotee renege on their promise to Him? How 
could a devotee tell Him what they were going to do, wasn’t 
He the Master? I think what bothered Him the most was that 
we were telling Him what we wanted to do, rather than enter 
into a consideration about our present difficulties in practice. 
I personally felt in a double bind. I wanted to talk with Him, 
to allow Him to intervene and to instruct and guide, but a 
conversation with me would have eventually revealed, I 
feared, more than just the sanctuary manager’s perhaps 
excessively creative handling of Island finances: the situation 
had not been immediately rectified (there were still no funds 
for the iguana environment), and I was still in a reactive, 
blaming mood. These three factors, compounding each other, 
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would have made for an explosive disclosure. “Where was 
management? Where was the culture? Where’s 
accountability?” He would say. Any of this would have been 
deeply disturbing to Him because it indicated that we were 
not properly handling our own management and cultural 
business, and, therefore, allowing it to be dumped back on 
Him. How could He trust us? Not wanting to bring such a 
negative “bomb” (as He called these situations) to Him, I felt 
trapped. I felt I couldn’t speak honestly. I was silenced in 
wrong relationship to my Beloved—and full of suppressed 
anger. 

The next day Adi Da wanted to hear more about our 
requests to leave. After receiving reports on our further 
discussions with the cultural reps. He approved our departure 
for the next week. He was not pleased though, and we 
weren’t allowed to attend any other darshan occasions until 
the day before our departure. 

Our last darshan was in a large, oval, traditional-style 
timber-reed-and-thatch Fijian bare (building) named Turaga 
Hridayam (Lord of the Heart). It was a majestic structure, 
with a high pointed ceiling supported by exposed beams. 
Turaga Hridayam has since been torn down, but at the time it 
was located next to one of Adi Da’s residences and attached 
to it by a thatch-roofed elevated walkway. The retreatants, 
and Kathleen and I came through the front of the bare and 
were seated in the room before Adi Da came in. Since we 
were leaving the next morning, Kathleen and I were in the 
front row. We were about six feet from His chair. 

Adi Da entered from the back of the bare and walked 
around to His chair. He sat down and tucked His feet up onto 
the cushion to position Himself cross-legged in a half-lotus. 
He looked at all of us individually, then gently closed His 
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eyes. I sat there, teary-eyed, periodically sniffling, gazing at 
Him. I could hear the occasional moans of spiritual reception 
or weeping from the other devotees in the room. 

After about twenty minutes, Adi Da opened His eyes and 
again looked briefly at everyone. He stood up, paused to look 
again, then turned to His left to begin His walk out. In one 
step He was in front of me. As He passed, He extended His 
right hand down to me, open, palm forward, clearly 
indicating that I should reach out and clasp it. I did, gently 
meeting His hand with my right hand as one does in a gesture 
of manly acknowledgement where the thumbs, rather than the 
palms, grasp each other. 

In the moment of our hands meeting. He squeezed lightly, 
then released me, never breaking His stride. In that touch I 
felt Him both bless me to leave and communicate His 
instructions for the upcoming time away from Him: You are 
leaving. It’s alright. While away, learn compassion, learn 
tolerance. 

I left Turaga Hridayam heart-broken and in tears. I felt 
how the limitations of my human character required my 
departure, moving me more deeply into the process of 
undoing. The next morning, August 12, 1995, I was again on 
a boat, leaving my beloved Guru and His most precious 
Island. 


Kathleen and I chose to go to Camarillo again. We wanted to 
live in a community of devotees who already knew us, and to 
whom, therefore, we could be readily accountable. 

Now back in the United States, I seemed to be becoming a 
different person. Whenever I saw the signs of human caring, 
of profundity, self-transcendence, overcoming, or love, I 
broke down into tears. There was no inhibition. A 
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compassionate scene in a movie, a gentle word from a friend, 
an article in a newspaper about someone overcoming a 
handicap would all render me sobbing. It was a mindless, 
spontaneous, empathetic participation in humanity 
defenselessly being lived in my own body. I was being 
opened and taught to feel. I was surprised by it. I was relieved 
by it. And it was a process—initiated by Adi Da’s Spiritual 
blessing, or even tangibly begun by His touch—which I was 
willing to allow to occur. 

After a few months, I heard that someone had donated the 
necessary money to build the new iguana environment. It was 
being built according to my plans and was to be a showpiece 
for Naitauba’s conservation programs. I regretted my choice 
to leave, but leaving seemed to be regularly necessary. I 
regretted not being with Adi Da, and I regretted causing a 
break in the continuity of my service to Him with the iguanas. 


There is not anything that anyone does or has done that 
gives you a “right”—based on any principle whatsoever— 
to dissociate from that person or to deny yourself the 
quality of sympathy and compassion relative to that person. 
Never wish anyone eternal suffering—anyone! 

Through the “play” of your life, you must demonstrate 
the taking on of the suffering of everybody, the conditions 
of everybody. You must always maintain your sympathy. 
You must always be free of the tendency to separate from 
“others”. All (including you) are part of the same pattern of 
totality. Therefore, in Truth, and in Reality, there is no 
individual (or separate and “personal”) pattern of 
conditional happening and tendency. 

.../... 
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Of course you must transcend your own apparently 
individual (or apparently “personal”) patterns of 
conditional happening and tendency that arise in and as 
the form of all others. This is the true meaning of 
compassion and love. This is what Reality- 
Enlightenment inevitably expresses. There is no “private 
destiny”, there is no “personal righteousness”. AH are 
involved in the same Reality—together and indivisibly. 

(The Aletlieon, p. 757) 


After about two years of various temporary jobs, I 
obtained work as a Children’s Protective Services social 
worker for Los Angeles County. By then, most of the 
devotees from Camarillo had already moved to Los Angeles, 
so, with this new job, Kathleen and I did too. 

Over time, having asked to leave hermitage, I started to 
get the picture of how I was wrongly relating to Adi Da and 
the Spiritual process. I felt more deeply why He had 
responded so strongly to my request to leave: I was 
interrupting His process with me. With so many comings and 
goings already, I knew it was OK with Him for me to be 
close to Him. But even with “Don’t go past Suva” in 1987, 
and “Maybe they should just always [stay] wherever I am” in 
1988, and His blessing me to live and work in Suva and then 
return to Naitauba, I had never thought that those instructions 
might reflect His intention that I stay close to Him. Either 
way, as His devotee, thinking I could direct my own spiritual 
process was grossly inappropriate, and I made a personal vow 
to just let Him do it from then on. 
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So why was I, along with all my friends living similarly 
stressful lives, willing to persist despite the sometimes 
apparent chaos, the sleepless nights, and the overwhelming 
demand? Were we just addicts, co-dependents in an abusive 
relationship? I knew sometimes it could seem that way; 
detractors of Adi Da even fried to describe devotees’ 
relationship to Him as such. But in addition to our 
relationship to Adi Da being a mad love affair, and knowing 
that the intensity of our situation was not altogether that 
different from traditional monasteries and ashrams of the 
past, we knew we were involved in history. We knew our 
being with Him was part of His own miraculous appearance, 
an intervention of immeasurable consequence and proportion. 
He had come with a puipose and we were part of the real 
process necessary to accomplish it. It had nothing to do with 
us as separate individuals, however; nothing about it was 
personal. It was His Self-Revelation, His ongoing Self- 
Emergence as the Divine Reality that included us, and 
everyone, and everything, everywhere. Just as I had 
immediately known Adi Da was “It,” and fallen in love, the 
same thing had happened to my friends. For many it was even 
more dramatic, like Him appealing to them first in dreams, or 
speaking to them in near death experiences before they had 
ever heard of Him, or being overwhelmed by light when first 
opening one of His books, or having His book jump off a 
bookstore shelf and fall at their feet. For each of us, coming 
to Adi Da and being with Him was a miracle in itself. Our 
attraction to Him was deep in our hearts, prior to any thought 
about it. We felt a commitment both to Him and to His work. 
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In fact, they were the same. Whatever its appearance, we 
knew an inexpressible depth of Reality and sanity that gave 
perspective to the easeful alternative lives of our casual 
daydreams. 



Love all of your friends. Love all beings. Be liberated from 
all otherness, which is painful, a form of suffering. Otherness 
is something to be liberated from entirely. How can you be 
liberated from otherness: Only through love. Love in God. 
Don’t you know? 

— Adi Da (1985) 



Changes, Fire, and Grace 


Changes 

I N AUGUST OF 1998, three years after having left Naitauba 
and having worked the past year for LA County, Kathleen 
and I were invited to serve in the Suva office. For a while we 
both had wanted to return to hermitage but hadn’t wanted to 
ask. I felt the invitation was both auspicious and appropriate. 
Serving in Suva would be like penance for having asked to 
leave hermitage, a necessary step if we were ever again to 
serve Adi Da directly. On September 20, 1998, we arrived in 
Suva. And, without having to say anything, five months later, 
in February 1999, we were invited to return to Naitauba. 

Once back in hermitage, I was asked to serve in editorial. 
Adi Da was doing an intensive review of all Flis books, so we 
created a temporary editorial office at The Matrix in order to 
be more responsive to Flim by being physically close, and I 
helped with manuscript processing. I was grateful to again be 
working with Flis written word. (During this time, I also 
cared for the iguanas in their new environment.) 

I couldn’t say whether Adi Da’s Spiritual Presence at The 
Matrix had become stronger or I had become more sensitive, 
but each day, arriving at The Matrix, was like immersing 
one’s self in one of those spectacular sunrises or sunsets, 
where even the air all around you glows with the deep red 
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and purple and orange of the horizon and you feel the colors 
on your face and throughout your body. It seemed as if 
through a progressively deepening infusion of His Spiritual 
Presence the Island itself was gradually becoming Him. 
Naitauba was more alive and personal to me than it had ever 
been. 

Adi Da worked on His manuscripts in the morning, often 
only making small changes. These were passed on to Franck 
and me, and we would get them back to Him by the early 
afternoon. Sometimes He would request an immediate 
turnaround, requiring us to work with unusual intensity in 
order to get the manuscript back to Him within a half hour. 
Both Franck and I loved this cycle of service and the way it 
kept us focused on Him. 

Most afternoons Adi Da worked on His photography. He 
had always had an interest in the photographic process, as the 
camera’s lens represented the separative being’s 
consciousness in perceiving from (or presuming) a “point of 
view.” Since 1998 He had been developing His own 
photography especially as a vehicle for non-verbally 
communicating His teaching about indivisible Reality beyond 
“point of view.” He called His first few series of 
photographic suites studies in “Bright Field Photography.” 

Recently He had begun experimenting with using devotees 
as subjects for His image making. At first His models were 
devotees who served Him most personally. He then opened 
up the possibility to all hermitage residents, saying that any 
individual devotee on Naitauba could send Him a photo of 
him or herself for Him to consider. Because He had been 
photographing nude subjects, the audition photos were also of 
us without clothing—however we wanted to pose. Group 
photos (men and women separate) were taken for Him to look 
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at. There was a male photographer for the men and a female 
photographer for the women. In addition to the group shots, 
some sent Him an individual photo. 

We were told that Adi Da laughed out loud as He 
commented on the group pictures, “You see the women here, 
they all snuggle up to each other, their arms around each 
other. But the men . . . look at them. They’re spread out all 
over the yard! They don’t want to be anywhere close to each 
other naked!” We all laughed too. It was an obvious 
caricature. 

Over the years Adi Da had regularly commented on 
devotees’ conservatism. He now pointed out how we were 
growing older and concretizing ourselves as conventional 
“householders.” He would caricaturize us as “tight-assed 
whities.” In addition to this buttoned-down life disposition 
limiting our own participation in the Spiritual process. He 
characterized it as what created His fundamental 
“imprisonment”; that is, by imposing on Him our own limits, 
constraints, fears, and conventionalism, we kept Him from 
doing His Liberating work directly with us. He always found 
a way to continue His own Work despite such limitations, but 
to not work directly with devotees was also unacceptable. So, 
He always gave us the opportunity to break out and show 
some spontaneity in our relationship to Him. Always. Now, 
using His photography. He opened the doors yet again by 
asking everyone to tell Him what type of photo they were 
available for. He delineated the following options: 

By yourself. 

With someone else of the same sex. 

With someone else of the opposite sex, anyone. 

With someone of the opposite sex, but with your intimate 
partner only. 
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Group of same sex. 

Mixed group. 

I was hopeful. On a scale of one to ten of emotional-sexual 
difficulty. His question was a one-half (0.5)—next to nothing. 
This could have been a simple and straightforward exchange 
with Him; we each could have said something like: “Beloved, 
I am available for whatever type of photography You would 
like.” But for whatever their reasons, some devotees 
responded that they were available for photography only with 
devotees of their same sex, and some said that if 
photographed with someone of the opposite sex, it could only 
be with their intimate. 

I cringed. I, and most everyone else, knew what that 
response meant: Adi Da would immediately and loudly 
reconfirm His observation of us as tight-assed whities. And 
He did. Immediately. Divinely disgustedly. He called us all 
conventional householders who weren’t interested in the 
freedom that the real Spiritual process required, and that we 
were only interested in protecting ourselves and our brand of 
religious consumerism, which had nothing to do with Him. 
He had opened a door for us, and we had slammed it in His 
face. 

I was so frustrated. I knew He wasn’t talking about sex or 
“sexual freedom”—He was talking about Liberation, 
Freedom from self-protective “otherness,” Freedom from the 
illusion of difference, Transcendence of the “otherness” that 
we define and defend as the body-mind, our “self’, the 
Freedom to find out the Truth for real. 

I had hoped that as an ashram we could keep up with Adi 
Da, stay in the consideration with Him and bring some real 
energy to Him, show some class. But His criticism made it 



Changes, Fire, and Grace 1291 


clear that this group of hermitage residents had its own 
frustrating limits. I told Kathleen I wanted to respond 
anyway, and right away, and that I wanted to send Him 
photos of her and me. Kathleen was hesitant, but quickly 
agreed. We found our artist and photographer friend, Judith, 
and packed ourselves into a small vacant room in one of the 
resident village cabins. 

There we were. Kathleen and I got naked. We stood in the 
room discussing with Judith what kind of photos to shoot. 
Judith said to just do whatever and she would take photos. I 
don’t know! How should I know? I’ve never done this before! 
Kathleen didn’t have any ideas either. Adi Da had 
commented about the naturalness of the nude, but that wasn’t 
helpful in the emotional state I was in. I wish I had been more 
relaxed about the whole thing and could have done something 
with Kathleen that was creative and sensuous and artsy-fartsy 
and altogether up scale, classy, and fun. But, being the sex- 
oriented kind of guy I am, I reckoned, What do a naked man 
and woman, together, do most naturally? Of course! They 
sex! So we did. 

Given the artificial situation, our sexing was pretty 
basic—after all, it wasn’t a show; it was just my idea of what 
to do—but neither were we particularly inhibited nor 
distracted by Judith as she moved around the room taking 
pictures from whatever angles and locations she wanted. 
Afterwards, we asked her to put together the album on her 
own; we would then review it with her before sending it to 
Adi Da. 

Judith was a pro. It didn’t take her long to produce a 
twelve-photo album that was classy, tasteful, and sensitive. 
She had taken photos highlighting body lines, moods, facial 
expressions, and touching that communicated feeling. There 



292 iLove’s Sacrifice 


was no graphic sex content whatsoever. We sent it without 
change to Adi Da. 

We were told He enjoyed receiving our album and had 
commented, “I can see their intimacy in the photos. And 
clearly there is no puritanism, as someone else is obviously 
doing the photography. You can tell Leroy and Kathleen that 
if I ever do photograph couples, I will consider them.” 

As we began to be shown the photographs He was taking, 
we came to understand that what He was looking for in 
subjects was well beyond any tight-assed modeling—whitie 
or otherwise. Nothing He did was like a conventional photo 
shoot—and His results showed it. He needed in His models 
the genuinely unconventional: the unconventional ability for 
the devotee to lose himself or herself in Him, to be moved 
into ecstasy in His company, to reflect the reality of 
communion with Him as Love, Light, radiantly mindless 
embodiment. Just like Indoor Yajna, He was drawing us into 
a consideration of the Great Matter, the direct relationship to 
Him, the Reality in which all was shown to be 
undifferentiated Love-Bliss, Radiant Being, Conscious Light 
Itself. 

In July 1999, only a few months after we had returned, and 
while yet involved in this new phase of His photography, Adi 
Da left Naitauba for Hawaii, then California, in order to have 
some ophthalmology work done. We didn’t know how long 
He would be gone, and I wasn’t invited to travel with Him. 
So, with Adi Da no longer on the Island, I wasn’t needed for 
editorial service. One afternoon as I was walking by the 
management offices in the resident village, one of the 
managers came out and over to me and off-handedly asked if 
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I would be ashram manager. The solicitation was a surprise, 
but not unexpected. I briefly considered his offer. 

No one ever wants to be ashram manager. It's 100 percent 
responsibility with zero percent authority. Of course that’s an 
exaggeration, but it’s very often how the ashram manager 
feels. I had had the opportunity to decline the offer at least 
once in the past, wanting to avoid both the visibility and the 
responsibility of the position, but recently I had been feeling 
it was time to “step up to the plate” and assume my share of 
the responsibility for preserving the sacredness of Adi Da’s 
hermitage and keeping the culture responsive to Him while 
He was away. I said “sure.” I knew it was time to go to the 
next level of in-life self-transcending practice. 

The ashram manager’s job is to manage the hermitage 
culture such that it embodies the sacred and practical 
principles that Adi Da has communicated. Much about this is 
very similar to traditional Indian ashrams. However complex 
it may be overall, the guiding principle is quite simple: 
always act and speak as if the Guru were physically present. 
And it always boiled down to the devotee’s sensitivity to the 
Guru Himself, both in His human appearance and as His 
Transcendental Spiritual Presence. I had lived in hermitage 
long enough to know most of the details of Adi Da’s personal 
expectations for residents; I now studied His notes about His 
expectation of the ashram manager. On both accounts His 
expectations were uncompromising: hermitage was for 
Spiritually awakened renunciates intensely focused in the 
process of Realization; the ashram manager’s job was to 
make sure everything happened to support and maintain that 
focus. 

But He knew that the ashram manager couldn’t make 
devotees do anything they didn’t want to do. Hermitage was 
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not a place of parental authority; it was a place where one 
wanted to be in order to be with the Guru and to Realize. To 
tty to impose a parental rule in hermitage was to relegate the 
ashram order to repetitive cycles of begrudging compliance 
and rebellion, swinging between periods of authoritarian 
suppression and permissive laisser-faire. My job, then, was to 
be clear about Adi Da’s expectations and make sure others 
were likewise clear about them, and, if there were any 
difficulty in fulfilling His expectations, to facilitate a cultural 
process to consider that difficulty and find a way to resolve it. 
If no immediate resolution were possible, then we were to 
find a spiritually lawful, and hopefully temporary, 
compromise. 

I was fundamentally a no-nonsense ashram manager, 
known in the ashram (a friend told me) as someone who 
“walked the walk.” Thus, for the most paid, my friends took 
me seriously and respected the way I handled the service. In 
the next nine months the ashram grew in intimacy and 
became a cohesive devotional culture. I had never before 
been so practically involved with everything happening on 
Naitauba, and I liked it. 

It was now early April, 2000. Adi Da had been expanding 
His photography work while in the United States and had 
begun a photography trip up the coast of Northern California 
and into Washington State. Kathleen and I were invited to 
join the traveling group—she to lead and manage the 
devotional chanting, I to be the ashram manager. On April 8 th 
we flew out from Nadi. 

Catching up with Him in Washington, at a lodge that 
overlooked the Snohomish River, we arrived in the morning 
amidst a confused whirlwind of anxiety and luggage packing: 
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Adi Da was urgently leaving. I didn’t know it at the time, but 
He had been progressively weakening throughout the trip, 
and in the middle of this night had become nauseated and 
headachy. By the morning He was extremely ill and Charles, 
His personal physician, was moving Him out of the hotel. It 
wasn’t clear what was wrong with Him, or why, or whether 
or not He should be taken to a hospital, but in the midst of the 
packing and moving flurry Adi Da noticed the buildings on 
the opposite bank of the river and asked about them. They 
were associated with the small dam and falls at the river, and 
there were multiple groups of thick high-tension electrical 
lines all around them. It was obviously an electricity 
generating station. That was it. Whatever else may have been 
going on with Him, the electromagnetic radiation from the 
station and wires was causing the nausea and headache. We 
moved Him out and away in just a few minutes. 

From Snohomish, Adi Da went to a hotel in Seattle. 
Despite still feeling ill, He invited devotees from all around 
the Northwest to come sit with Him in darshan. Kathleen was 
one of the two soloist devotional singers for the occasions, 
and I assisted with the logistics of these occasions for the 
three nights we were there. Each night, perhaps sixty 
devotees squeezed into the living area of the suite we had 
reserved for Him. 

Lopez Island was Adi Da’s next destination. One of the 
Seattle devotees had offered Him her summer home for as 
long as He wished. He had accepted her offer and, after the 
three days in Seattle, we caravanned up 1-5 to Mt. Vernon, 
then crossed over to Anacortes to catch the ferry into the 
wonderland that is the San Juan Islands. We arrived at the 
house in the late afternoon. 
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The place was an exquisite example of a spacious, high 
ceiling, exposed-beam country home. It was on a hill 
overlooking the water, about a hundred feet up. Off the living 
room was a patio from which Adi Da could look out over the 
quiet bay, dotted with other small islands. In the mornings 
and evenings He often saw a local bald eagle gracefully glide 
past. Wooden stairs led from the patio down to a small 
landing that housed a jacuzzi, and farther down was a dock. 
There was a separate building on the property where some of 
us created office and sleeping space. Lopez Island promised 
to be a much needed retreat-like environment for Him. 

Around 6:30 p.m. that first evening, I was in the office 
area reviewing reports for the next morning when someone 
urgently called out from the front door of the house: 
“Charles! Charles! Where’s Charles!” I saw Charles arrive 
and rush into the house. I dropped what I was doing and ran 
down. Charles had gone straight into Adi Da’s bedroom. 
Quandra Sukhapur, Naamleela and a few others were in there 
as well. Adi Da was seated on a reclining chair, half-slumped, 
but not unconscious; He had almost collapsed while in the 
jacuzzi and had to be carried back to the house. Everyone was 
anxiously clustered around Him, some calling to Him through 
their tears; it looked like Adi Da was at times whispering to 
them. 9-1-1 had been called. 

An ambulance soon arrived. The paramedics jumped out 
with a stretcher, ready to storm into the house. Stanley, one of 
Adi Da’s sons-in-law, met them at the door to slow them 
down and give them a flash briefing about Adi Da’s 
sensitivity and physically handling Him. The paramedics 
didn’t want to listen. They said that they had received the 9- 
1-1 call and it was their job to go in, find the patient, assess 
his medical condition, and get Him to the hospital if 



Changes, Fire, and Grace 1297 


necessary. But, with Stanley’s adroit insistence, they did 
pause, and the urgent drive that was stimulating a panic-like 
reaction in those witnessing the scene was transformed into a 
reassuring professional intent. 

Within ten minutes the paramedics were placing Adi Da in 
the back of their ambulance, strapped to a collapsible gurney, 
and Charles was hopping in to accompany Him to the 
hospital. The doors closed and the ambulance engine started. 
I looked in through the windows on the back doors to see my 
beloved Guru strapped onto their emergency gurney, oxygen 
cannula to His nose, looking pale and vulnerable. In moments 
they drove away, followed by devotees in three other cars. 

A couple of hours later, Adi Da was driven back to the 
house. We were told that His extreme symptoms had been 
manifestations of a yogic process that had profoundly 
dissociated Him from the body. No one yet knew the 
significance of the event, but after that first evening. He was 
unable to walk and required a wheelchair to get around. 

Despite His weakness, Adi Da still wanted to grant 
darshan, and, like a family called to see a loved one in 
distress, devotees from all over the world came to Lopez 
Island to see Him. The occasions over the next few weeks 
were the most extraordinary I had ever experienced. 
Whatever had happened that evening had obviously been a 
most profound event because everything about Adi Da was 
now different, and it especially showed in darshan—and that 
difference was going to require an equally dramatic change in 
devotees: a deeper sensitivity to Him, a deeper understanding 
of Him, and a more profound responsibility for Him and His 
work than we had ever known. 
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When it was time for darshan, while devotees waited outside, 
one of Adi Da’s attendants wheeled Him into the living room 
and helped Him into His chair. While He was being brought 
in, Kathleen and I and others in the chanting guild would 
have already begun singing. Most often Kathleen led the 
chanting; sometimes it was one of Adi Da’s daughters or one 
of the other experienced chant leaders. Whoever it was set the 
pace and feel of the chant, and as we followed the lead our 
voices became a seamless responsive back-and-forth of 
invocation and praise of our beloved Spiritual Master. 

As Adi Da was wheeled into the living room the air 
became palpably thick and its density forced our breathing 
deep and long. Everything we did there in His Presence 
seemed to naturally conform itself to the quality of that 
thickness. The chants sung in darshan necessarily had to be 
written to combine with our ability to breath in His Presence, 
thus they were slow, intensely invocatory, and deeply feeling. 
And, in His own vulnerability, Adi Da was raw—an agony of 
undefended surrender into the process that was His Bliss, His 
Spiritual Transmission, and His Identity with all of us and 
everything. 


If You Consistently Turn The psycho-physical Faculties 
To Me, You Are (thus and Thereby—By Surrendering, 
Forgetting, and Transcending the ego-“I”) 
Sympathetically Attuned To Me. 

If a tuning fork Is Struck ) or, Thereby, or Otherwise, 
“Caused” To Vibrate At its Characteristic Frequency), 
and Then a Second tuning fork (Of Similar Structure, 
Capable Of Resonating With the First) Is Brought Into 

.../... 
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Proximity With the First timing fork, the Second tuning 
fork (Even If it Is Not Already Vibrating, and Not 
Otherwise, Struck) Will Begin To Vibrate 
Sympathetically (or “In Sympathy” With the First tuning 
fork). 

I Am Like the (First) Vibrating tuning fork—and You 
(As My Rightly Prepared Devotee) Are Like the (Second) 
Non-Vibrating tuning fork that Begins To Vibrate By 
Coming Into Proximity With the Already Vibrating 
tuning fork. 

Thus, By Coming Into True Sympathetic Association 
With Me, You Begin To Vibrate “In Sympathy” With 
Me—Until (In Due Course) You Become Completely 
Resonant With Me. 

The Process Of Access To My Divine Avataric 
Physical Human Company (or, After My Divine Avataric 
Physical Human Lifetime, To The physical human 
Company and By-Me-Transcenclentally-Spiritually- 
Empowered Circumstances Of My Instrumental Ruchira 
Sannyasin Devotees) Is, Literally, A Vibratory Matter, 
Exactly Of The Nature I Have Just Described. 

If You Are (Thus) Vibrating With (and Attuned To) 
Me, You Become (More and More Deeply) Aware Of The 
Pressure (and The Fullness) Of My Avatarically Self- 
Transmittecl Divine Transcendental Spiritual Presence. 

You Begin To Notice Certain Characteristic Signs Of 
The Transcendental Spiritual “Locating” and 
“Knowing” Of Me—Including A Tangible bodily 
Vibration (or In-Filling Feeling Of Saturation With 
Energy) and a Characteristic “Thickness” Of the breath. 

...!... 
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Altogether, This Process Of Deepening 
Transcendental Spiritual Sensitivity To Me Can Be 
Likened To The Process Of a sponge Gradually 
Soaking Up (and Swelling With) water. 

(The Nine Great Laws of Radical Devotion To Me, pp. 221-222. 
2012) 


Several days later, Adi Da began to speak about what had 
happened. He said it was the most significant yogic event of 
His born life, that it was the culmination of a process that had 
begun in 1986 and that had been intensifying since 1999, that 
it was an ultimate yogic death that left Him present as only 
Spiritually Self-Radiant Consciousness Itself, beyond 
physical incarnation, while yet incomprehensibly still alive. 


In the Ruchira Dham Event [Lopez Island], the Vehicle 
of My Divine Avataric Seif-Submission (Which 
Appeared at My Divine Avataric Birth), and ail of the 
associations (including the Deeper-Personality Vehicle) 
which allowed This Divine Avataric Lifetime to Show 
Its Signs, and allowed My Divine Avataric Work of Self- 
Submission to occur—All of That Was Completely 
Destroyed. 

It Was a Complete Devastation, a Shattering, a Total 
Ending of the Vehicle of My until-then-Mode of 
Association with everyone. 

Therefore I Say to you: There is nobody here. 

There is nobody sitting in a room thinking. 

.../... 
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That is not What and Who I Am here. 

Perfect egolessness Is This Body. 

The “Bright ” [s This Body. 

The “Bright” Has Completely Overwhelmed This 
Body. 

It is not that My Divine Avataric Self-Manifestation 
was not previously of an egoless Nature. 

It is simply that the Vehicle of My Divine Avataric 
Self-Submission Is now Completely Gone. 

(The Aletheon, p. 1716) 


Another way Adi Da expressed the profound significance 
of what happened at Lopez Island was in the following: 

In some sense, I —As I Am—First Appeared here in 
the year 2000. 

In some sense, I—As I Am—Was only “on the way” 
to here before the Ruchira Dham [Lopez Island] Event. 

The Way 1 have Revealed and Given Is Adidam 
Ruchiradam—and Its Fullest and Most Complete 
Revelation Began with the Ruchira Dham Event. 

(The Aletheon, p. 1705) 

The fullest description of Adi Da’s “condition,” its 
consequences and ramifications, and the Lopez Island Event 
itself, is published in the 2004 version of His autobiography, 
The Knee of Listening, in the chapter entitled The Great Event 
at Lopez Island. 
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Kathleen wrote new chants every day. Sometimes in the 
evening she would gather together a group of us to help her 
with ideas, lyrics, or music. And most mornings, while she 
sat at the opposite end of the hallway from Adi Da’s 
bedroom, she chanted or sang traditional devotional songs for 
hours as a way to bring Him healing devotional energy. 

Spiritual sensitivity to Adi Da was a principal necessity to 
properly serve Him, and He had always looked for those 
serving Him most directly to be especially sensitive. Recently 
He had been saying that many of the devotee staff weren’t 
sufficiently spiritually sensitive to be serving Him and were 
stuck in old habits of relating to Him. He had repeatedly 
asked that they be replaced. Now, since arriving at Lopez 
Island and after the event of that first evening, He was 
adamant. 

At this same time, a group of former students of the 
American spiritual teacher Rama (who had taken his own life 
two years previously) were coming to Adi Da to be His 
devotees. I was asked to participate in orienting them to 
Adidam and to do the initiation ceremonies for them. Adi Da 
was very interested in these individuals, fully embracing them 
and asking if they could immediately assume significant 
functions around Him and in Adidam. Perhaps, He indicated, 
free of the seemingly intractable habits of present devotees, 
they could help establish a new, and right, pattern around 
Him. He asked one of the former Rama devotees, an Indian 
man, if he would be His ashram manager. He said “yes,” so I 
resumed communications service. 

At some point Kathleen and I and one other long-time 
devotee received a message from Adi Da: “You three have 
received a revelation. You had better change your act and get 
with it.” It wasn’t 100 percent clear to us what Adi Da was 
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referring to, except that we certainly had noticed the 
difference in Him, knew it was significant, and our feeling for 
Him was being drawn out by it. For me personally, I also felt 
He meant that I needed to reconsider my allegiances to my 
other long-time devotee friends and allow all my old ways of 
relating to Him—and them—fall away. I also felt that meant I 
should do as much as I could to help bring the new devotees 
up to speed. To be most effective at this I felt I should live 
with them as well. 

Little of that happened. I couldn’t make a clean break. It’s 
not that I had too much to lose, it’s that I had too much to 
change—the housing, the transportation, the irregularity of 
my schedule—and I couldn’t see how to make those changes 
and still maintain personally effective service to Adi Da. It 
was an unfortunate limitation—perceived limitation perhaps. 
In retrospect, I should have just entirely let go of the past. 

For the three weeks Adi Da remained at Lopez Island, He 
often granted darshan two or three times a day in order to 
accommodate the number of devotees who had come to see 
Him. After three weeks, though, it was clear that the situation 
at Lopez Island was not entirely adequate for His needs— 
especially His impulse to grant darshan—and so, a new 
situation needed to be found. Los Angeles was our next 
destination. 

Kathleen and I traveled with Adi Da to Los Angeles by 
Amtrak train. I traveled as a medical assistant for Charles, 
should an emergency arise. The Los Angeles devotees found 
a large private house in Brentwood, and Adi Da continued to 
grant His darshan there daily. Kathleen continued to write 
new chants for the occasions as well as chant daily for hours, 
and I was asked to do education for the new devotees. 
Eventually, though, cutbacks in the numbers of devotees 
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traveling with Adi Da had to be made, and Kathleen and I 
were asked to return to Naitauba. 

We arrived in Fiji on August 19, 2000, our sixth time to 
serve and reside in hermitage. Long-ago Kathleen and I had 
become “Naitaubans,” so even though Adi Da wasn’t on the 
Island, we still felt we were coming “home.” If we couldn’t 
serve Adi Da directly, then to serve on Naitauba was the next 
best thing. It was a great and holy place, a seat of His 
Spiritual aliveness, and, at some point. He would return. Once 
back on Naitauba, I resumed my service as ashram manager. 

Adi Da returned to the Mountain Of Attention Sanctuary 
and began to intensively work on His photographic images. 
The whole scene that developed around Him doing His image 
art soon made it clear that He might not return to Naitauba for 
a while. The most important paid of my job became keeping 
devotees on Naitauba connected to Him. 

We heard that Adi Da was spending all day working on 
His art and then gathering with devotees at night in His house 
to possibly review some of the day’s work and otherwise to 
give devotees the opportunity to spend time with Him. He 
didn’t address devotees or give talks. We knew what it was 
like to spend such time with Him, and our longing to 
participate soon became an agony of desire. 

As time went on, that desire only increased, and, when 
every once in a while Adi Da questioned whether He should 
even ever return to Naitauba, the torque on our feeling turned 
desire to despair. It was only a matter of time, then, before 
devotees began scheming justifications for leaving Naitauba 
and going to the Mountain Of Attention. Our numbers slowly 
dwindled. No one could blame anyone. But things only got 
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rougher as the service demand was spread out among the 
fewer and fewer remaining devotees. 

Despite the difficulty, Adi Da being away from Naitauba 
allowed us to bond and become more humanly intimate as an 
ashram than ever before. Previous to this time we had 
principally been brought together by our commitment to 
personal service to Him; now we were brought together in 
our longing for Him. In this different human time we had 
together, both our personal relationships and our relationship 
to Adi Da had the chance to move in new directions. 

One day we heard that during an evening gathering at the 
Mountain Of Attention Adi Da had spoken about refurnishing 
His residence with some of the photographic art He was 
creating. Somewhere in the discussion He had humorously 
commented that to complement the composite images derived 
from nude subjects that would be on the wall, there could 
even be (nude) human furniture in His environment. Human 
furniture, you know, furniture formed by the bodies of human 
beings. Naked living human beings. 

Yes! Here, I thought, was an opportunity for the ashram to 
connect to Adi Da and redeem itself for its previous tight- 
assed whitieness. Obviously He had only been joking about 
having “human furniture,” but we could design living 
furniture here on Naitauba and send Him a photo album of 
our creations. Likely it would be amusing to Him (forty- and 
fifty-year old bodies stacked like leggos to approximate 
chairs, tables, and hat racks etc. could only be amusing) and 
at the same time we would all have to go beyond whatever it 
was those few months ago that complicated an otherwise 
simple response to possibly being models for His 
photography. 
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A group of us got together to discuss the best way to 
present this suggestion to the ashram. We wanted to make 
sure that everyone would choose to participate, so it needed 
to be done in a manner that respected everyone’s personal 
sensitivities and reservations. We conceived a three phase 
process. Night one: men and women have separate furniture 
designing sessions. Night two: everyone get together after 
dinner (clothed as usual) for a fun occasion of viewing a big- 
screen photo projection presentation by each group of their 
previous night’s creations. Night three: we all get together as 
an ashram, men and women, and do human furniture 
together. I called a special ashram meeting. We first read Adi 
Da’s recent comments about human furniture. We then 
reviewed His earlier comments about us being tight-assed 
whities. I then proposed our idea of how to respond. 
Everyone liked it and gave it a thumbs-up for the next three 
nights. 

The first night the men seemed to want to display their 
prowess in yoga by making tables and chairs and foot bridges 
and didgeridoo stands and whatever kinds of things you could 
make from the various yoga poses. And a football pileup. The 
women made sensuous garden fountains, lounging chairs, 
vanity sets, etc. 

The second night, viewing the photos, everyone had a 
good laugh at the differences, which were so typically male- 
female. We made fun of each other and complimented the 
other group’s creativity. There were no sexual comments or 
sexual innuendo, and there was no aftermath of 
embarrassment or evidence in anyone that the event was or 
would be sexually titillating. Seeing photos of everyone else 
in the ashram naked in the context of creating something for 
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the Guru broke the spell of any reluctance and brought to the 
fore our camaraderie and mutual respect as fellow devotees. 

The third night was energetic and more fun than anyone 
expected. It was a relief to all be together without the 
pretense of wardrobe and feel free of the need to be defensive 
about oneself or one’s body. This evening we chose to 
photograph the best of the furniture already created, do new 
creations, and, additionally, for some creations, we would 
have models, nude or half-dressed, using the furniture. To 
complete this third phase took two nights. 

The final album comprised about 60 photographs plus 
captions. We put it in computer-transmittable form and e- 
mailed it to one of our friends handling communications for 
Adi Da. We were told that He (and everyone who helped 
prepare it at the Mountain Of Attention) laughed and 
thoroughly enjoyed the album and that He sent us all His love 
and blessings. 




In Adidam, any meditation on self is understood to be the 
antithesis of spiritual practice. Ultimately “perfect” spiritual 
practice is perfect, unbroken meditation on “God,” or Reality, 
or the Spiritual Master. It is perfect non-separation from, or 
identity/coincidence with “God,” or Reality, or Adi Da 
Himself. Most of us are frozen in self-meditation through our 
adapted patterns around sexuality, our bodily self-image, our 
sexual self-image, our competitiveness with our parents in the 
form of what is now called the “oedipal” complex. 

From earliest childhood we adapt to patterns of 
perceiving, thinking, and behaving that solidify our sense of 
separate self identity, eventually incorporating the social self 
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and sexual self. These adaptations mean that we view 
everything around us through the lens of separation. We 
perceive the Spiritual Master as a separate “other” through 
that same lens, and in so doing we are oblivious to His Self- 
Revelation of non -“otherness.” 

Adi Da’s conclusion about the “fruitlessness” of any 
address to these egoic patterns meant that only meditation on 
the purity of His Self-Revelation was effective. It did not 
mean, however, that our patterns of separation were no longer 
important. They still existed as obstructions to noticing His 
Self-Revelation of Reality, to relating to Him directly, rightly, 
rather than as an “oedipal other.” We still needed to become 
responsible for these patterns by noticing them and 
transcending them, but that noticing was not a result of going 
looking for them. Our patterns would become most obvious 
in the course of our contemplation of Him. The noticing was 
part of a natural purification process. With such purification, 
the devotee becomes more available to directly notice and 
respond to Adi Da’s Self-Revelation. 

Although months earlier, on our own, Adi Da had 
characterized us as “tight-assed whities,” these evenings of 
nakedness and furniture making were a meditation on Him. 
They allowed a certain noticing to occur. As easeful and fun 
and relieving as this entire incident was, in the less structured 
moments, when we were be more socially relaxed and talking 
with each other, I noticed a peculiar uneasiness arose in me 
whenever Kathleen spoke with one of my men friends or if I 
noticed one of them looking at her. It wasn’t jealousy, it was 
a paralyzing anxiety. 

In my growing up I had interpreted many of my mother’s 
interactions and comments to me as being sexually 
suggestive. An example was when as a freshman in high 
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school we moved from Massachusetts to California. As part 
of the school transfer process, my mother went with me to 
meet with the guidance counselor in the new school. At first 
there was the obvious family and school history small talk, 
then the counselor asked what I wanted to do, meaning what 
were my goals in school, my ambitions. 

“Uh.I stammered. 

“You want to be a doctor,” my mother said to me, aside. 

“A doctor,” I said. 

“What kind of doctor?” he asked. 

“Uh.” 

“A gynecologist,” (Mom to me, again aside.) 

“A gynecologist.” (Then aside to my mother, “Mom, 
what’s a gynecologist?”) 

“You know, a woman’s doctor,” she whispered. 

For pubescent Dennis, age thirteen, her suggestion of me 
becoming “a woman’s doctor” communicated a future 
vicarious pleasure for her that made me very uneasy, even 
confused. I felt the uneasiness of my own anger at her both 
for what I perceived as her interest in my sex life and for 
putting me in an embarrassing situation. 

Over time I developed a hidden “macho” character of 
secretly feeling that, until proven otherwise, women would 
rather be with me than with their current partners. This 
classic oedipal reaction created an uncomfortable motive to 
promiscuity in me, and even a certain anxiety in my 
relationship with Kathleen. I felt driven by it. Both Kathleen 
and I saw its consequences, but neither of us understood it. 

After the second evening of our phase-three combined 
men and women human furniture photography session, 
Kathleen told me that one of her friends, Tracey (who was 
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one of the photographers) had noticed some of my 
interactions with the men and the women and had wanted to 
talk to her about it. Tracey said that in seeing me these 
evenings she suddenly understood the sexual difficulties I 
had, which Kathleen had talked with her about. She said, “Of 
course Leroy has a difficult time relaxing and feeling when 
he’s sexing—look at his pattern. If he felt his mother was 
being sexually suggestive with him, then he has to be 
anxious: dad is always in the background!” 

When Kathleen told me Tracey’s comment, a light clicked 
on in my brain. She was right! That was the quality of my 
feeling. I didn’t have a religious bad-boy guilt about sex like 
some of my friends who had been raised Catholic—eternally 
guilty with no hope for redemption. No. I had a clear anxiety 
about another man intervening. In a real way, all my relations 
with women that had ever had any kind of ongoing sexual 
content had been colored by an underlying feeling that any 
other man had just as much, or more, right to be with any 
woman I was with, including Kathleen—and I dreaded his 
inevitable approach to make his claim. 

It was clear. Fundamentally my emotional-sexual life was 
based on that paradigm. No wonder celibacy always had the 
appeal it did: it side-stepped the entire problem. As time went 
on, I saw more and more how pervasively that paradigm, 
along with the feeling that women would rather be with me 
than their present intimate, had structured many significant 
choices I had made in my life. The insight was both 
frightening and relieving. And, to the degree I had 
perspective, it was humanly liberating. Having a way to 
understand the structure of that unconscious drive and fear 
meant I could be sensitive to it and consciously feel beyond 
it. To be able to feel beyond it meant I could more deeply 
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bring my emotional-sexual character into the sacred domain 
of feeling itself. This was a joyous revelation, with a depth of 
relief as if a gun pointed at my head had been withdrawn. The 
internal conflict I had felt between sex and spiritual life had 
been disarmed. It also meant I now had a chance at anxiety- 
free intimacy, including a profundity of feeling and pleasure 
in sex previously unavailable to me. 

Now, whether all this was just a child’s Freudian fantasy 
or my mother and I were in cahoots in an unconscious 
forbidden affair, it has been a lifesaving insight. Could it have 
arisen in a different circumstance? I don’t know, but I am 
grateful for Adi Da’s own freedom, and for the 
compassionate culture of my friends that provided the 
opportunity for it to occur. 

One of the single most important events in both Kathleen’s 
and my lives in relation to Adi Da occurred a few weeks later. 
For years Kathleen had been one of the principal 
transcriptionists of Adi Da’s communications, having 
performed this service on and off since 1986. She was 
dedicated to her service, and everyone admired her physical 
and emotional stamina for doing it. Especially during the last 
years of FTis life, she transcribed almost everything of FTis 
spoken word that eventually became FTis printed teaching. 

Through this service Kathleen had come to a remarkable 
clarity in her devotion, let alone a unique breadth in her 
intimate understanding of Adi Da Flimself. She was an 
inspiration to me, both in her devotion and in her ability to 
articulate FTis teaching. Now, in addition to her transcribing, 
she was offered another intimate service: she was asked to 
serve one of FFis private temples. 
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Only Adi Da ever used these temples. He never talked in 
any detail about what He did in them. He did say, however, 
that they are the Spiritual center of each sanctuary and are 
Spiritually the most potent places in Adidarn. The only other 
person to go into one is a priest, who does a daily puja in 
there and cleans. Adi Da Himself approved each priest. In 
February 2001, He approved Kathleen. 

When Adi Da approved Kathleen, I felt my life with her, 
in any conventional sense, was over. Going into His temple 
every day meant that she was entering into His most sacred 
and set apart environment. It was an environment that was 
itself sensitive to everything brought into it, meaning that 
Kathleen had to be free to do whatever necessary to be 
physically and emotionally balanced for the service. I was 
100 percent supportive. I knew it was the right service for 
her, given at the right time. I therefore obliged myself to a 
discipline of making no demands on her and of bringing her 
no grief in any way through any casualness. I also felt like I 
was losing her because she would be more focused in service 
than ever before. In effect and in truth, for all those hours 
each day in His temple, she would be relating directly to Him. 

Although the situation didn’t turn out to be as all- 
encompassing as I had thought, it was life-changing for 
Kathleen in her devotional relationship to Adi Da, and the 
self-discipline I took on proved to be what I needed to do, 
regardless. It engendered in me a deeper sensitivity in my two 
most important relationships: with my Spiritual Master and 
with my intimate. 

Towards the end of 2002 another year had gone by and there 
were still no indications of Adi Da returning. Moreover, He 
had gone to the sanctuary in Kauai, Hawaii to continue His 
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photographic art work and seemed to be settling in there. In 
response to His continuing absence we created a rotation 
whereby residents would have the opportunity to go on retreat 
at the Kauai sanctuary, now called Da Love-Ananda Mahal. 
The problem was, once off-Island, some chose to not return, 
instead finding ways to serve around Adi Da and remain 
there. Established at Da Love-Ananda Mahal, Adi Da also 
opened up the possibility for other devotee women to apply to 
be models for His work. Yes. It was an opportunity for more 
devotees to leave Naitauba. And Kathleen was interested. 

I have to say, Kathleen was desperate to see Adi Da—we 
all were. The difference was that she now had the chance to 
see Him in a circumstance more humanly intimate than she 
had ever before experienced. And, because of having grown 
so much in her devotion to Him through her service to His 
personal temple, her previous hesitancy to be in such a 
demanding face-to-face situation with Him had been 
dissolved. 

Kathleen wrote to Him and sent over photos. He 
responded, “I thought she had a boyfriend?” His comment 
reflected the obvious: Was she as sufficiently one-pointed 
and focused in her relationship to Him as serving as a model 
for His photography work required? Having a “boyfriend” 
didn’t reflect that necessary focus. So His invitation wasn’t 
that if He accepted her would she then come over single. The 
question was, was she, as an applicant, single nowl Well, she 
wasn’t—but could be if she wanted. We talked. After our 
conversation, I was a single man. It was the first time 
Kathleen had chosen to end our relationship as part of her 
direct response to Adi Da. Good for her. I felt this had been a 
test, a crisis-type choice she needed to face, and I was happy 
she could do it; but now I knew something of how she felt all 
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the other times we had been single and/or celibate as a result 
of either my choices or Adi Da’s requirement—kind of lost, 
kind of uncertain, and, for me in particular, kind of “Oh, was 
I that dependent on her?” 

Two days later Kathleen received notes from Adi Da 
about her application. He acknowledged her desire to serve as 
a model for Him, but said that neither she nor the other 
woman applicant from Naitauba had the characteristics He 
was looking for. Kathleen was devastated. Her anguish 
wasn’t so much about not being selected as a model; it was 
that she wouldn’t be able to see Him. She asked me if we 
could resume our intimacy. Of course we could. 

Soon it was Kathleen’s and my turn to go to Kauai, and on 
January 3, 2003, we left for what was being called a 
“Searchless Beholding” retreat. During the retreat, Adi Da 
wanted devotees to become established in Spiritual sensitivity 
to Him beyond the distraction of merely spiritual experience. 
That is to say, yes, there was His Spiritual Presence and the 
effects of it in our body-minds, but there was also something 
prior even to that: His Transcendental Spiritual State. That 
potential sensitivity to His State—prior to experience—would 
be readily demonstrated. He said, based on self-understanding 
and being founded in the beginning disciplines of the body- 
mind. 

Just as He had initiated the “crashing down,” retreats on 
Naitauba after the profound yogic event of His Divine Self- 
Emergency in 1986 (which marked the fullness of His bodily 
Spiritual Incarnation) so that all devotees could receive His 
Spiritual Presence; now, after the body-shattering 
Transcendental yogic event of Lopez Island, He wanted all 
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devotees to receive the fullness of the Self-Revelation of His 
Prior Transcendental State. 

Once at Da Love-Ananda Mahal it didn’t take long to get 
the gist of how the retreats had been going—in sober, half- 
panicked humor, many of our friends joked, “Man, I don’t 
belong here. Maybe I should just leave the Work.” No one 
did, of course, but the depth of our unpreparedness for our 
Master’s Transcendental Spiritual Self-Revelation was a 
difficult and sobering revelation for many. For the most part 
we were frustrated by the subtlety of what He was calling for. 
Of course there were exceptions to this, and devotees were 
having all kinds of spiritual experiences, to be sure; but 
locating Him Transcendentally, beyond the automaticity of 
attention fixing on experiences in the body-mind, well, that 
was another matter. 

Each evening we wrote to Adi Da about our sitting with 
Him and said what we could about the process we each felt 
we were in. Each morning we received His responses. Very 
few devotees were getting it. I had originally intended to be 
there only five weeks, but ended up staying on retreat ten, 
still not sensitive to His transmission of His Transcendental 
Spiritual State. That being said, coming into His company 
generated a process that I felt opened up the body-mind and 
intuition in new ways. One evening as I was going to sleep I 
felt His Spiritual Transmission as a strong magnetic force 
entering the body from the top and slowly filling me from the 
head down. I felt as if being inflated like a blow-up doll. As 
this occurred I felt myself being progressively enlivened and 
bathed in this force that was slowly swelling the body and 
dissolving its boundaries. While chanting in the temple I 
would suddenly find myself immersed in a visible sea of 
radiant and joyous feeling-energy. While sitting with Adi Da 
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I would intuitively feel Him as a current with one pole 
infinitely above my head, passing down through my heart to 
His body, present in front of me, as the opposite pole. These 
were all positive happenings, but not the direct awakening He 
was looking for us to notice. 

One day I was so frustrated and desperate I was just about 
to call it quits and ask to leave the retreat process and Hawaii, 
possibly to not even return to Naitauba. I felt that after the 
morning’s upcoming sitting with Adi Da I should decide. As 
we left the darshan hall that morning, one of the household 
staff called me aside. She had a request for me: in Adi Da’s 
bathroom there was a small statue of Krishna that was 
missing the flute. She wanted to know if I could make a 
miniature flute to replace the lost one. I was stopped in my 
outward-bound tracks. Yes. Of course I could. Instead of 
leaving I remembered my relationship to my Guru and 
stayed, and made the flute. 

After our retreat ended, Kathleen and I were asked to stay 
on to help manage the retreats and to serve Adi Da’s 
circumstance. When it was finally time to leave, we were 
asked to take back with us to Naitauba several very sacred 
statues meant for His personal temples. Again, I was 
extremely grateful to have this responsibility and demand for 
constant attention on Him, and for the safe travel of these 
statues. 

On May 9, 2003, Kathleen and I were back in Fiji. Three 
weeks later, on May 29 th , Adi Da returned to Naitauba. It was 
His first time back in Fiji since 1999. 
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Fire and Grace 

Adi Da’s personal circumstance was looked after by a 
“household” manager. All the facilities around Him were 
managed and maintained by a “divine domain” manager. The 
larger circumstance of devotees was handled by the ashram 
manager, and the overall circumstance for Naitauba was 
handled by the general (sanctuary) manager. 

One of the most difficult tasks of the ashram manager was 
scheduling and coordinating everyone’s availability to see 
Adi Da. Our opportunity to see Him was principally when He 
moved around Naitauba, which, when He was at The Matrix, 
was from between His office, His residence, His art studio, 
two multi-purpose buildings, and when He would depart from 
or arrive at The Matrix or the resident village areas. But we 
all had so much practical responsibility—everyone had 
multiple services—that it seemed like there was no way 
devotees could make themselves available to see Him. It 
seemed like there was no time for the Guru. And that was one 
of His major criticisms of hermitage residents. Working out 
ways for residents to be spontaneously available to see Him, 
without regimenting everything and without imposing on His 
own schedule, seemed impossible. I could work out 
something reasonable-seeming on paper, but it never 
materialized. No matter how much effort I put into it or how 
much cooperation I enlisted, it never happened. And I put a 
lot of effort into it, and was under enormous pressure to make 
it work. 

The entire affair became stressful to the absurd. However 
right it would have been if everything had worked, it still 
reflected an ass-backwards approach. The culture did have to 
be managed, true enough, but everyone had to be voluntarily 
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managed and responsive to their own desire to be with the 
Guru. 

Adi Da strongly criticized me for leading this “Sunday 
school” approach to the culture. And He was right. I knew 
that. But I also wasn’t able to make the difference I knew He 
wanted to see. The situation in hermitage was beginning to 
look like another stalemate. 

Sometimes when Adi Da felt particularly frustrated either 
in His Work or by a seemingly intractable situation with 
devotees, He would seclude Himself at a temple area called 
“The Brightness.” The Brightness sits on the crest of a hill in 
an open field that looks to the southeast. In fact, it’s the same 
field where I went to speak to the weather in 1987. It was 
built in 1993 as a very simple wooden structure, with one of 
His private temples in the middle. His mahasamadhi 
(death/burial) chamber is below the temple. The Brightness is 
about three-quarters of a mile from the road, with a width of 
jungle in between. The surrounding field is bordered by 
tropical forest, except for the southeast exposure. Looking 
from the main road in the direction of the temple you see a 
large, white, ornately patterned, ceremonial gate that opens to 
a narrow road lined on either side by tall royal palms. It is as 
majestic as it is humble. Adi Da considered the temple at The 
Brightness the most Spiritually potent in Adidam. 

This present situation was one of those extremely 
frustrating times. At some point, security got an urgent 
message: “Beloved wants to leave. Now! Bring the car. He 
wants to go to The Brightness.” This message was urgently 
relayed to The Brightness priest (Kathleen) who had to get 
there before Him in order to start the temple’s generator and 
switch on the electricity. She also had to be there in case Adi 
Da needed anything related to the temple. Other security 
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persons were alerted to drive the road to The Brightness 
ahead of Him to assure that there was no construction or 
maintenance or anything else blocking the route. Everyone 
who was related to the precipitating incident or problem was 
notified and put on standby to come up to The Brightness 
area to possibly personally speak with Him. Very shortly, 
everyone in the ashram knew that Adi Da was heading for 
The Brightness, signaling His extreme displeasure with 
something—this time it was with us. 

While being driven to The Brightness, Adi Da passed on 
to us that if anyone had anything to say to Him about the 
situation we should come up to the gates. Shauna 
(Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur Rani’s personal assistant) 
and I and a couple of other devotees went up to talk with 
Him. Adi Da was at The Brightness temple. We were at the 
gates. We talked via hand-held radios. Shauna spoke first, 
sincerely wanting to address His concerns. 

“Beloved Lord, I praise You and bow down at Your Holy 
Feet. You are right: devotees have not been properly 
cultivating their relationship to You. But it is what we want to 
do, to be rightly related to You.” 

“That’s bullshit , Shauna!” He said loudly. “You’re lying 
to Me! If they wanted to be right with Me they would have 
already done it! What arc you talking about?! You’re just 
trying to manipulate Me!” 

“I don’t mean to manipulate You, Beloved—” 

“Yes you do!” He cut in. “All you want is to spout out 
enough blah-blah to shut Me up! You just want Me to stop 
criticizing you. You don’t want to change. You just want Me 
to think you’re going to change. You just want to string Me 
along while you never change! That’s manipulation, 
Shauna!” 
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I could hear Adi Da’s voice as He spoke to Shauna. He 
was speaking, as devotees described it, “at full volume.” I had 
heal'd Him speak this way before, and I also personally knew 
all the devotees He spoke to this way. When He spoke “at full 
volume” He invested everything in it. He withheld nothing. 
He used whatever language necessary, any variety of 
obscenity or vulgarity, to directly communicate His 
seriousness. But Adi Da Himself wasn’t obscene or vulgar. 
His language certainly could be, but now, as always, He 
wasn’t. He was never derisive, never condemning. You never 
felt as if He were making you the very personal and specific 
object of His frustration. There was never a sense of 
vengeance or punishment in His speech. Frustration, yes. 
Intention to change something, yes. Colorful, yes. Damning, 
never. 

Adi Da’s fierceness also varied enormously depending on 
the person He was speaking to. His previous history with him 
or her, the extent of their responsibility for what was not 
working, and so forth. He often reminded us that He grew up 
in New York City, so “street language” was part of the way 
He communicated in these situations. We understood that, 
even appreciated it; most of us had spent a lot of time on 
those same streets wherever we grew up. It was language we 
understood and responded to. 

They went back and forth in this type of conversation until 
Shauna finally got His point. It was interesting to me, because 
until this conversation I had never understood what He meant 
when He said we were always trying to “manipulate” Him. 
Now I got it. And as I recalled similar situations and 
conversations, I realized that He had to speak to us this way. 
He had to help us understand ourselves and be right with 
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Him, otherwise there could be no Spiritual process, and 
certainly no authentic Adidam. 

His voice was more relaxed now. 

Shauna spoke, “You're right. Beloved. I understand now. I 
was trying to manipulate You.” 

“Well, is anyone else there who has anything to say?” 

“Beloved, Leroy is here—■” 

“Leroy? What’s he doing there? What do I have to speak 
with him about? He’s running my ashram like a Sunday 
school. What business does he have doing that?” 

I really wanted to talk with Him. I wanted to be part of 
making things right for Him. But I knew that anything I could 
say would be an attempt at manipulation, exactly what He 
had been addressing with Shauna. Also, it seemed as though 
He really didn’t want to hear from me. If I had had some 
suggestion about how to actually change His circumstance— 
and a real way to do it—that would have been good to say— 
and then do—but I didn’t. 

Adi Da went on to describe in more detail His present 
frustration with devotees everywhere and to criticize the 
hermitage “Sunday school.” He finished by saying that He 
didn’t want to hear any more from us and that He would just 
go back to The Matrix and not expect anything to change. 

Things really did seem stuck. He wasn’t being 
unreasonable, either. We were all “good-hearted” enough (as 
He would also sometimes describe us), but good-hearted 
didn’t result in Spiritual profundity, nor did it result in a 
growing and effective Adidam institution or mission. It’s like 
the difference between trying to do something and actually 
doing it. 

After that conversation, I didn’t feel that there was 
anything I could do to be effective as the ashram manager. I 
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had given it my best shot and didn’t see a way to get any 
different results. During the next week I spoke with other 
ashram cultural leaders about this and they agreed that Adi 
Da would be just as happy if I were doing something else. I 
was replaced. 

As most often happened, whenever there was a stalemate 
between Adi Da and devotees, it was He who did something 
different to break it. So, too, this time: He called for an 
intensified retreat process and began formal darshan sittings 
again. I was asked to manage video documentation of 
darshan, which also meant being videographer. 

I loved doing video again. It was hectic and stressful 
because often I had very little advance notice for any 
occasion, but in the service I got to watch Adi Da more 
closely than ever before. I had to consider everything about 
how He was, how He moved, how He responded, everything 
about His visible body, His facial gestures. His hand and feet 
movements, so that I could properly video Him. It was a 
wonderful and constant consideration: close-ups of Adi Da’s 
head were necessary to show the subtleties of His regard and 
the yogic processes that swelled or contorted His face and 
pushed tears from His eyes. Tight shots of His feet could 
show His responsive delight as His toes wiggled. I might 
zoom in on His hands when He blessed a bowl of prasad. The 
wider or long shots would give devotees a sense of the setting 
or of Adi Da’s physical relationship to devotees and His 
environment. Framing His whole body while He was seated 
might give devotees an initial sense of “being there” with 
Him. In any case, I was there with Him, and perhaps I could 
create a transparent medium for other devotees, anywhere and 
at anytime, to be there as well. 
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The live internet darshan broadcasts to the worldwide 
devotee community were the most complicated to set up. In 
addition to the basic camera set-up, there was the encoding 
and transmission computer to operate. Then there was the 
monitoring of internet quality. But before all that, I had to do 
at least a few minutes of test broadcast to make sure the line 
quality was sufficient for broadcast and that I even had a 
line—meaning a crab or mouse hadn’t chewed through it 
somewhere. 

The most difficult set-ups were the sacred offerings (music 
and dance performances for Adi Da), which were always 
broadcast, and which had the additional complexity of 
secondary audio. 

After about a month, I received instructions from Adi Da 
saying that for darshan there should always be two cameras. 
We hadn’t ever done this on Naitauba, but it was a good idea. 
First of all, it provided a back-up. Secondly, it provided the 
possibility of more sophisticated shooting and editing 
technique. Thirdly, it could greatly improve the quality and 
professionalism of any broadcast if we used a video mixer. Of 
course, it also required an additional camera person, and 
potentially a person for live video mixing. The right people 
came along at the right time, and soon we had a crew of five. 
Three did the camera work, one specialized in the computer 
and internet set-up, and I specialized in video mixing and 
editing. For the most part, each of us could cover for any of 
the others when necessary. 

For the next eight months, during the day and evening I 
ran around with a camera videoing Adi Da at every 
opportunity. And every night I was up until after midnight 
loading and editing footage and transmitting it back to 
California. 
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Throughout this period I also continued to care for the 
iguanas, as they were an ongoing paid of my personal 
relationship to Adi Da and He would periodically ask how 
they were doing. Occasionally I would take a couple out to 
The Matrix for Him to see. 

We now had around forty iguanas, yet in all the years I 
had been caring for them I had never actually seen an egg 
hatch, that is, seen a baby iguana emerge from its leathery 
shell. I suppose it is something of a natural parent-like thing, 
hormones maybe, but I really wanted to witness that "moment 
of birth." I had dug up dozens of newly deposited eggs in 
order to move them to the safety of the environment’s storm¬ 
proof hatchery, but there I reburied them under four inches of 
dirt to duplicate their natural circumstance, and, therefore, 
would never be able to observe that climactic moment when a 
baby iguana tore through to freedom and the day's light. I 
never thought I would ever experience the thrill of that instant 
of lizardly fatherhood, but I still dreamed about it. 

This year there was a set of banded iguana eggs due to 
emerge around early October. A month or so preceding the 
expected due date, I began checking the hatchery for any 
signs of other activity, insects, and rats in particular - . Even 
though the hatchery enclosure was very secure, and I never 
had any problems, I always double checked, especially for 
rats attempting to gnaw through the wood walls. 

This particular morning, September 26 th , I was going to 
lay out a crisscross pattern of sticks on the dirt over the 
buried eggs so that I could look in through the wire mesh of 
the hatchery door and tell if a hatchling had emerged since I 
last visited. If one had, the pattern of the sticks would be 
disturbed, and I’d know to open the doors very carefully 
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when I went to catch it and transfer it to the hatchling cage. It 
was still a couple of weeks before the eggs were due. I began 
opening the door. . . then clapped it shut as fast as I could and 
latched it—I had seen a hole in the middle of a small 
depression in the surface of the dirt over one of the eggs. A 
hatchling must have come out early, I thought. I peered 
through the mesh of the door, carefully scanning the interior 
of the hatchery looking for the little fella. I saw nothing. I 
unlatched and slowly opened the door, looking around more 
closely and into all the corners of the hatchery enclosure. Still 
nothing. A lump grew in my throat. My heart sank. I so loved 
seeing these little guys. Moreover, I had assumed the 
responsibility to protect them for six months while they 
matured to an age and size to be able to survive in the wild. 
Where did it go? How could it have escaped? It couldn't have. 

I leaned into the hatchery to examine the depression and 
hole. It was a hole leading down to the egg. I had never 
before, in my ten plus years, seen this happen in the hatchery. 
I carefully began digging down, gently sliding dirt to the side 
with one finger. I was expecting to eventually uncover the 
off-white surface a crinkled and collapsed empty egg, but 
about three inches down, a light brush of my fingertip 
exposed a patch of dark green. What's this? Old vegetation? 
Another brush of my finger and there was an edge of white. 
Excitement rushed through me and my face lit up with delight 
as I realized I was looking at the green skin of the head of a 
baby iguana, framed by the white of its own egg. I uncovered 
just enough more to be able to observe any small movement 
that would indicate the hatchling was alive. Then something 
moved—it blinked its eye. 
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I stepped back, and stood up, and gazed into the hatchery. 
My eyes moistened in wonder and gratitude. Today was 
September 26 th , my birthday. 

September 26 th is actually my birthday date in the United 
States. In Fiji it would be September 27 th . I had a feeling that 
this iguana was not going to come completely out of its shell 
until tomorrow. I monitored the hatchery periodically during 
the day. It didn't come out. The next morning it still hadn’t 
come out. I decided that after lunch I would come back and 
just sit by the hatchery until it did. 

At about 1 o'clock I returned with a chair and took my 
place by the hatchery door. I was simply happy, 
undifferentiated from the wonder of this synchronicity. 
Sometime around 3 o'clock a little green nose and toenails 
extended themselves beyond the top of the hole, then 
whoosh! two seconds later the bands of a spanking new male 
flashed into the hatchery as the hatchling darted out of the 
ground. Happy birthday, Leroy! Thank You, Beloved Guru. 

I carefully caught and transferred the hatchling to its new 
environment. I then took a digital photo of it and included it 
in a thank-you letter I wrote to Adi Da. 

On July 29, 2004 I received a totally unexpected and urgent 
call: 

“Leroy, Beloved wants to talk to devotees in a half-hour. 
He’ll take questions. How soon can you be set up?” 

“Do you know if He wants it broadcast?” 

“Yes. Worldwide. Can you notify California?” 

“Sure. Realistically, though, it will take me a little over an 
hour to be ready. And I don’t know about California and 
devotees worldwide.” 
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“An hour. That’s probably OK, He’ll want to eat and 
shower first. So you have an hour. It’ll be upstairs in Sam raj 
Mahal.” 

The content of the call was unexpected, but the quality and 
urgency of it was characteristic of our lives with Adi Da. The 
entire ashram again went into overdrive to prepare for Him to 
come to the two-story multi-purpose building we called 
“Samraj Mahal”: everything had to be set up for Him, 
devotees had to all get out there, the cultural folks had to 
meet with Quandra Sukhapur to get briefed on the “why” of 
the occasion, devotees worldwide had to be notified, and I 
had to gather the video team and set up for a three-camera 
mix, plus broadcast, plus highest quality audio (something we 
had not yet done in Samraj Mahal). 

One hour later, just as we were finishing testing the 
microphones and verifying our hand signals, the conch 
sounded—He was on His way. In two minutes, all three 
cameras were on “record,” and, with obvious intention, Adi 
Da strode through the door to take His seat. He sat silently for 
a few minutes, granting His darshan, then Jonathan, the 
hermitage cultural representative, began to speak. He thanked 
Adi Da for the occasion, and then introduced the devotee 
asking the first question. 

The question was about the effects stimulated by receiving 
Adi Da’s Spiritual Transmission. Adi Da briefly responded, 
then went on to say that His puipose in meeting with us was 
to connect with all His devotees and for them to personally 
connect with Him. He said that this occasion was His way of 
cutting through the bureaucracy that had grown up around 
Him and by which He felt imprisoned, ignored, and cut off 
from them. He said that He wanted every single devotee 
worldwide to understand this situation and added that He 
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wanted devotees to use this, and perhaps other occasions like 
this, to become clear on the fundamentals of practice: the 
relationship to Him and the constant turning to Him 
regardless of experience. 

Over the next eleven months, in a total of forty-nine 
occasions (which we eventually named “Avataric 
Discourses”), Adi Da called the hermitage culture, retreatants 
and the worldwide community together in Sam raj Mahal to 
address us about His teaching, the practice, and His situation. 
Devotees worldwide could see and hear Him, and, when 
devotees called in to Sam raj Mahal with a question, He could 
see them as well. In occasions lasting between three and four 
hours, He responded personally to every question, directly to 
each questioner. His mere presence among us communicated 
such human vulnerability, such commitment to serve, such 
bestowing of blessing. 

In one of the earlier discourses Adi Da seriously posed the 
question to everyone in the room, “Are you really interested 
in Realization?” Many devotees raised their hands. He 
continued, “I mean really , such that . . .” and He went on to 
list the qualities everyone knew characterized almost all 
genuine traditional realizers, like having fierce intensity, total 
dedication, no alternatives, no breaks, no complaints, total 
focus, and so forth. One by one, devotees lowered their hands 
as He spoke. By the time He concluded with, “Is that what 
you’re about?” all hands were down. He then went on to talk 
more about how those qualities were still necessary, and how, 
even with that level of intention, the real process in Adidam 
remained, in essence, relationship to Him. 

In one of the next discourses I asked Adi Da about the 
experience I had in 1990, in which I felt I was being stalked 
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in meditation and had allowed the entity to possibly enter me. 
I asked Him if it had been okay to do that. Was that foolish? 
Had I endangered myself? Should I have done something 
different? 

“When you forgot the entity and your fear, did you turn to 
Me?” He asked. 

“Yes, Beloved.” 

“Well then, what difference does it make how I choose to 
respond?” 

“How I choose to respond. ” Oh, my unfathomably great 
Guru. His response pierced my heart and drew me into an 
unexpected depth of feeling connection to Him. I had often 
wondered why the entity’s pouncing at me had ended the way 
it did. I had never thought about it as the result of Adi Da’s 
direct intervention, but with His response it was obvious. And 
it was also obvious that He had intervened in other similar 
situations. 

That evening changed my relationship to Him. His 
response was for me a description of the profundity of the 
relationship between the Master and devotee. It was a 
reminder to me of the unimaginable and incomprehensible 
depth of personal regard He has for His devotee (and, really, 
all beings). It showed me again how He is immediately and 
incomprehensibly intimate with everyone, all the time. It 
confirmed the essential truth of the many stories I had read in 
traditional esoteric spiritual literature of how when one 
becomes a devotee of a genuine spiritual Master, the spiritual 
Master literally takes responsibility for the life of the 
devotee—not only the responsibility to liberate the devotee, 
but also in his, the devotee’s, real life, and in these very 
tangible ways. For Adi Da, it wasn’t that there was a separate 
and omniscient and omnipotent God looking out for us and 
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He was it. Rather, He always taught that He was us, and that 
there was no separate anyone or anything. In fact, that’s what 
there was to Realize. That evening I also deeply felt I want to 
help You —not meaning that I was in a superior position to do 
so, but that I really wanted my life to serve His puipose by 
being effective in some area where He wanted things 
accomplished. 

A couple of days later, while going to Sam raj Mahal to set 
up for the next discourse, I accidentally stumbled face first 
into a newly pruned hibiscus bush. I was extremely fortunate 
to have only received puncture wounds and gouges on my 
forehead and temples; I could just as easily have had a serious 
eye injury. Charles cleaned the wounds and covered them 
with a cascade of overlapping band aids. I looked clownishly 
ridiculous. 

In that evening’s Avataric Discourse, Adi Da again 
brought up our interest in Realization: 

“The other night I asked if anyone was interested in 
Realization. No one raised their hands. I thought I’d ask 
again. Is anyone here really interested in Realization?” 

With the memory, and reminder, of that evening fresh in 
everyone’s psyche, no one raised a hand—except me. He 
nodded. I stood up to speak. 

He looked at me and laughed, “ What in the world 
happened to you ? Charles, what did you do? Is this some kind 
of clinic joke? (I explained what happened.) Well, Leroy, arc 
you alright? The clinic take care of you? (Yes, Beloved.) You 
raised your hand. You didn’t the other night. What changed?” 

“Beloved Lord, after Your response to my question about 
the entity, I felt awakened to a deeper level of personal 
relationship to You. I feel my part in the Guru-devotee 
relationship is indeed to give all of my life over to You and 
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Your Instruction and allow You to do the process—just as 
You have always told us. I feel this willingness to do so to be 
the same as the impulse to Realize.” 

He seemed to listen carefully. When I had finished, I 
remained standing, looking at Him, He at me, vulnerable, 
subtly self-conscious from the possible brashness or naivete 
of my confession, yet having truly expressed my deepest 
movement toward Him. He was quiet. Still. Then, in a few 
moments, without comment. He passed His regard to another 
part of the room and nodded His OK for someone else to ask 
a question. 

In another occasion, in response to a question about the 
nature of personal consciousness, Adi Da had been speaking 
about the process of reincarnation and possible past-life 
association with Him. I told Him the following: 

“Beloved Lord, throughout my childhood and most of my 
adult life I had a recurrent dream. It happened about every 
four months as a child, and less frequently as an adult. In the 
dream I would be walking somewhere, it didn’t matter where, 
when I would be overcome by a magnetic-like force that 
would hunch me over as if trying to roll me forward to push 
me to the ground. The force and the rolling forward 
disoriented me, making me feel like I was going crazy. I 
resisted the force by attempting to stand upright, but never 
could. The dream always ended with me still trying to counter 
the force. 

“I stopped having the dream, though, after I experienced 
Your overwhelming crashing down in 1990 and became able 
to consciously receive Your Spiritual Transmission and allow 
it to actually roll me out of the body. 
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“I wonder if what I felt in that recurrent dream wasn’t 
Your Spiritual Descent, and that it was only when I could 
consciously receive You that the process could move out of 
the unconscious and into conscious life—thus ending its 
appearance in dreams. I also wonder if, since I experienced 
this as early as I can remember as a child, perhaps it was a 
link to You carried over from association with You previous 
to this present birth.” 

Without saying “yes” or “no,” He responded, “So you see, 
reincarnation is a process of energy,” and went on to further 
talk about the continuity of consciousness over lifetimes. 

What do I think? I don’t know. But in my life now I feel 
such a depth of feeling-integration with Him (a feeling 
already proven to me to be independent of the body) that I 
cannot imagine it not persisting after death. Given that, there 
is no reason why that could not have happened as part of this 
present birth. It is clear - to me in any case that that attraction, 
that affinity or bond, transcends the limitations of merely 
physical existence. Moreover, it makes me wonder about my 
own movement toward religion as a child. Could it have been 
related to the recurrent dream? Could they have both been 
part of a single movement toward something more profound 
than life’s appearances to the five senses? As a child, 
inexperienced, philosophically naive and intellectually 
immature, I had no sophisticated way to think about or 
describe my interest in God, but it was there. Over time, that 
religious impulse acquired attributes associated with the 
psychology of individuated existence and social life—like the 
search for the omnipotent parent, the savior, the redeemer, the 
protector; and even with anger and the motive of revenge at 
an “unfair” God—all the things that make secular 
intellectuals say “religion is comparable to a childhood 
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neurosis,” and “religion is the opiate of the masses” and 
“Man makes God in his image.” Fair enough. But to have 
been shown the profundity that belies presumed individuated 
existence and any need for “salvation,” and to presently feel 
the continuity that precedes my seemingly separate 
appearance—well, that has brought religion and spirituality to 
an entirely new, and fundamental depth. 

My Divine Avataric Birth Is Purposed to the destiny 
of humankind being Realized on an entirely different 
basis in the future than it was in the past. 

The history of humankind is entirely about 
opposites — competition, conflicts, perpetual destruction, 
rise and fall, “self”-division, and “self”-defeat. 

All of that absurdity and mummery is an illusory 
destiny, based on the presumption of separation and 
“difference"—and it must be entirely replaced by a 
global Prior Unity. 

The Process of Divine Self-Realization Is about the 
Realization of Prior Unity, Not-two-ness, Intrinsically 
egoless Non- “difference ”. 

That Is the Basis for the only-by-Me Revealed and 
Given “Radical” (or Always “At-the-Root”) Reality-Way 
of Adidam (or Adidam Ruchiradam). 

That Is the seventh stage Way only I Reveal and Give. 

(The Aletheon, p. 1788) 


One evening while relaxing in the outer courtyard, close 
to His bedroom at The Matrix, I was remembering something 
from one of the recent discourses when a sudden gestalt of 
obviousness overwhelmed me, flooding me with a certainty 
that seemed to sever any fundamental dissociation from Flim 
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I had ever felt. In that moment of sudden vision I knew Adi 
Da as Reality Itself, as everything. I saw that all of existence 
was congealed as Him— literally as His body itself. It was an 
absurd understanding. It was impossible for it to be so. But it 
was nevertheless obviously and absolutely so. Adi Da’s body 
itself literally was Reality Itself. Not just reflecting it, or 
transmitting it, but IT. Literally . 

Because of the contradiction between what the mind could 
comprehend and the overwhelming obvious Truth 
communicated by the vision, I felt the otherwise invincible 
grip of the mind suddenly release. The mental need to 
understand who Adi Da was had been vanished, erased—not 
by an answer, but by an undoing of the questioning mind 
itself. And at the same time, my heart was fulfilled. I can’t 
account for it. And if you ask me who Adi Da is, all I can 
say—and I say it with absolute certainty—is: “He is all of 
this. Personally, and for Real.” And I say it as blessing, 
without expectation that anyone believe it, understand it, 
agree with it, or even accept it. 

I knew my life had been irrevocably changed by this 
revelation, and I was willing for it to be so. The oppressive 
domination by the mind should never be the burden on the 
human being it usually is. I was happy to be rid of it. Just as 
in London I was changed by the knowledge of Adi Da’s 
intimate personal Spiritual embrace; just as after receiving 
His dramatic and overwhelming “crashing down” on retreat 
in hermitage and had to learn to relate to Him in another 
dimension in meditation beyond the body, coming to know 
Him as a Force of infinite Love-Bliss; now began my 
adaptation to relating to Him also as ineffable and mere and 
non-different Transcendental Being Itself—directly, simply, 
prior to mind, in all of life. 
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In March 2005, Adi Da re-established the single celibacy 
requirement for hermitage residency. This time it would stick. 
He said that for the sake of all practitioners, hermitage had to 
represent the highest level of focus (and realization) in 
practice and right discipline. Single celibacy, which would 
naturally generally characterize advanced Spiritual 
practitioners, He said, had to characterize hermitage, even 
now. 

When we first received the news, Kathleen and I went out 
to the beach by the wharf to talk about it. It seemed like we 
regularly came out here for our heart-to-hearts. Sitting down 
together on the sand, looking out over the lagoon toward the 
ocean, Kathleen began: 

“I don’t know if I can do this again, Leroy. It's just not 
where I'm at. It's not what I can do, or want to do. I may have 
to leave.” 

Unlike previous times, when she may have spoken in upset 
or anger or depression, Kathleen was simply sad. She 
continued: 

“My relationship to Beloved just doesn’t work as a single 
celibate. You know how He says that we each have to 
discover where we ‘dance’ with Him; maybe hermitage isn't 
that place for me. I know you don't want to leave.” 

The depth of Kathleen's feeling, her sense of maybe 
choosing to leave Adi Da's company and forever let go of our 
relationship, obliged me to the depth of my feeling as well. 

“I know you have to do what you need to do, Kath. I know 
that. And you're right—I couldn't choose to leave. But I’d be 
here when you came back. Or if I had to leave at some 
point—” 
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“But that’s not the way it works, Leroy. I'd leave and I'd 
find someone else and that would be it. And I don’t really 
want to do that either. But that's what would happen.” 

“I love you, Kath. And if that’s what you have to do, you 
know it is OK with me. Really. It's OK.” I was crying, heart¬ 
broken at the possible loss of relationship with Kathleen. 
Heart-broken, but without conflict. I knew my life was with 
Adi Da, serving Him as directly and as closely as possible. 
That's where I had always “danced.” 

If my tears were any indication, perhaps at the age of 57 I 
was growing up. I was willing to both love and stand in the 
heart-break of that love. And if my clarity and ease of choice 
to remain with Adi Da was any measure, perhaps I was 
becoming human as He describes it, where to be human is to 
love, yes, but also to recognize one’s utter vulnerability and 
dependence on the greater reality that is “Real God,” and 
surrender to that One. 

Understanding Kathleen’s feelings, one of her good 
friends suggested she take a three-day retreat. On the second 
day of retreat she decided to stay. She said that as difficult as 
Adi Da’s instruction was for her, she knew she wanted most 
to stay with Him and practice in hermitage. I was so happy 
for her. 

Three months later, in June, Adi Da left Naitauba for the 
Mountain Of Attention. I wasn’t invited to travel with Him; 
the A/V crew in California would meet whatever A/V needs 
there were there. At the Mountain Of Attention He continued 
with a brief series of ten or so discourses, while on Naitauba, 
our fears of again being stranded without Him slowly 
surfaced. My confession to the cultural leadership was that I 
honestly didn’t know if I could deal with Him being away for 
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an extended period. To not see Him for another indefinite 
period would be absolutely unbearable. I didn’t know what I 
would do, but I did know that I wouldn’t be able to stay on 
Naitauba in that uncertainty. 

On October 14, 2005 Adi Da began an unprecedented 
series of readings from His manuscript. The Scapegoat Book. 
He met with devotees for several evenings in the Pavilion at 
the Mountain Of Attention to read this manuscript out loud 
and have it recorded. On Naitauba, we watched via internet 
broadcast. They were wonderful to see, but the bitter part of 
bitter-sweet was much greater than the consoling sweetness. I 
began the plummet into despair. 

The despair of not seeing one’s Guru, of not being able to 
live with Him, is something of a paradox that drives you 
crazy. It holds you in place and squeezes you in all directions. 
It never ends. It has no ending until the “you” of despair 
disappears. On the one hand I have a personal, human 
relationship with Him. On the other hand, I have a tangible 
relationship that is beyond appearances and time and space. 
Yes, human. Yes, Divine. Yes, tangible, Yes, unknowable. 
No separate anything. No difference. No other. Yes, it is all 
true—all at the same time. And, no it’s not. It’s all bullshit— 
because nothing is what the mind may think . 

The difficulty with living with Adi Da is that He is, in His 
human form, so attractive as to be distracting from His 
Transcendental Spiritual appearance—at least until one has 
matured to full responsibility for Spiritual awakening. The 
complex play of human and Spiritual and Transcendental is 
maddening, but, as Adi Da and the many esoteric spiritual 
traditions advise, if one persists simply in the relationship— 
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as the Guru defines it, with all its requirements—ultimate 
awakening beyond the paradox is the result. 

In November I began hearing that Shauna may have to take a 
break from being Quandra Sukhapur’s assistant in order to 
handle some personal health issues. She had been doing this 
service uninterruptedly for six years. The service required her 
to be always available, any time, day or night. It was an 
extremely intense service in which she was responsible for 
handling all of Adi Da’s communications, liaising with the 
highest levels of public people interested in Adi Da, and 
dealing with both the formal and informal power structures 
within Adidam itself. There were very few devotees who 
could even come close to replacing her, maybe only three— 
Margaret (who had done the service previously, but whose 
health precluded her from doing it again at this time), my 
friend Nancy (who had consistently declined the service), and 
myself (who could at least handle the communications 
aspect). Soon I was asked to come to California to travel with 
Adi Da as Quandra Sukhapur’s assistant. On the morning of 
November 24, 2005, I was once again on a boat, passing 
through Naitauba’s reef, heading into the open sea; this time, 
however, my heart was filled with joy. 

When I arrived in California, Adi Da had moved up to Tat 
Sundaram, His private residence on the coast, near Trinidad, 
California. It’s about a five-hour drive north from the 
Mountain Of Attention. Devotees serving Him while He was 
there lived in a former multi-cabin forest resort, now called 
“Walk About Joy”. Devotees had purchased it for this 
purpose, and to also be an Adidam center in that area. 
“Resort” is a generic term, not by any stretch of the 
imagination an indicator of the quality of the place. The 
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cabins and lodge required a lot of refurbishing to make them 
habitable, and mold and heating are regular problems. 

Retreats were still happening, even at Tat Sundaram. Daily 
evening darshan was happening. The communications cycle 
of notes and reports was still happening. There was a separate 
retreat staff. There was a new and younger and more 
technically up-to-date A/V staff. And I was there to handle 
the notes and reports. Fortunately, another person was soon 
found to work with me. 

My life immediately took on its familiar form of going to 
bed late and getting up early, and catching meditation and 
study and naps whenever I could. It was less stressful, 
though, this time. Danavira Mela was approaching (the 
Adidam time period around Christmas), a time when the 
communications cycle that I was involved in lessened, and 
communications and activities related to the holiday season 
predominated. A separate serving staff immigrated to Walk 
About Joy and to spare rooms in the homes of local devotees 
in order to handle the additional requirements of Danavira 
Mela. 

The setting at Tat Sundaram is quite intimate, not nearly 
as expansive as either at the Mountain Of Attention or on 
Naitauba. Because of this, I was able to participate in gifting 
preparations more than I ever had. I was also able to serve in 
Adi Da’s physical proximity more closely than I generally 
did. It was a time when a purity of happiness pervaded the 
entire circumstance. As complex and hectic as gifting 
preparations always were, the intimacy everyone enjoyed, the 
focus of our attention in service, and the pleasure in hearing 
Adi Da’s laughter ring from inside the house, brought an 
equanimity and a simplicity that moved everyone beyond the 
stress of an otherwise extremely busy circumstance. 
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Even in the midst of preparations for Danavira Mela, Adi 
Da still worked on certain parts of His teaching. Recently He 
had been focusing on its ultimate demonstration and on its 
radical (meaning “at the root”) foundation. He no longer 
wrote or spoke about any of the beginner’s aspects of 
practice. On December 11, 2005, He called all the devotees in 
the area to come to Walk About Joy to hear Him read from 
work He had been doing. In subsequent occasions that week 
He accepted questions from us. In His responses it was clear 
that He was not going to address anything that was not 
oriented to the radical or ultimate practice as He had been 
describing it. I had been deeply moved by His recent reading 
and instruction and had been intent on finding a way to apply 
it in my life without trivializing it or making it into a lesser 
teaching. 

In one occasion I asked: “Beloved Lord, thank You for 
Your recent Instruction to us and Your consideration of the 
radical and ultimate process. I have been intensively studying 
what You have said and looking for a way to apply it in my 
life, even as a beginner in the Way. I have found that I can 
relate what You have said to self-enquiry. Particularly in 
meditation, whenever I notice that I am looking at You, 
looking at Your rnurti, and perceiving You as an object , I can 
feel that as an error and move beyond it using self-enquiry. 
And, in general, I can notice that the process of perceiving 
anything with the sense of it being a separate object is a false 
process such that when I use self-enquiry I am restored to a 
quality of non-objectifying perception and heart-openness. 
Would this be an appropriate way to use Your radical 
teaching?” 

Adi Da listened relaxedly, then began to speak, 
elaborating further upon His radical teaching. As He spoke, 
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He softened and rounded and melted and seemed to expand 
beyond the limits of the room. By the end of His response, 
His face had swelled into a luminous smile; His eyes were 
distant, but not inward, dissolved in an endless space, looking 
forward. His final words were a softly spoken, “So, you’re 
right. There are no objects.” 

He was such a vision of Divine Being, and clarity, and 
intelligence, and non-different Presence. 

Adi Da made one more trip to the Mountain Of Attention 
Sanctuary. While there He made Himself available for 
questions on three occasions. Each time He made the point of 
the non-necessity of any more questions and of the 
completeness of the teaching and of the sufficiency of the 
sighting of Him. During the final occasion, on January 28, 
2006, as several devotees came up to ask questions, He 
remained silent. That was the last time He ever met with 
devotees in a circumstance where we could ask Him 
questions. 

Adi Da returned to Tat Sundaram for two days, then 
decided to return to Naitauba. We chartered a private eight- 
passenger jet to fly Him from Areata to Burbank, and as 
Quandra Sukhapur’ s assistant I flew with her and Adi Da and 
five others. To travel with Him in such an intimate situation 
had long been one of my deepest desires. I suppose to me it 
represented “family,” even though it was about service. 

After a five-day stay in LA, we flew to Nadi, where, after 
a few days in nearby Denarau, we chartered a float plane to 
take Adi Da to Naitauba. Again, for the first time, I flew with 
Him. It seemed to me that just as in 1987, when, during 
Indoor Yajna, Adi Da gave me every opportunity to get to 
know Him humanly, here He was again allowing me to be 
close to Him. Whatever limitations I may have had in practice 
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or emotional maturity, my most fundamental desire had 
always been, and still was, to serve Him bodily, to be 
physically close to Him, to care for Him bodily. And, given 
my real limitations, it had always been a mystery of grace 
that I had been able to consistently serve Him as directly as I 
did. 

“Fierce” would be a good description of Adi Da after our 
return to Naitauba. “Unrelenting” would be another. He was 
uncompromising in His demand that everything around Him 
be right, that devotees in hermitage show real signs of the 
renunciate disposition and spiritual sensitivity to Him, and 
that there be tangible evidence of the effectiveness of 
devotees’ service in the mission and with His image art. 

My daily schedule was more erratic than it had ever been. 
I was up at 4 a.m. to either meditate or help review and sort 
out reports from off-Island. I was up until 11 p.m. or 
midnight helping review or consider reports from the 
hermitage culture or management. I often needed to 
participate in the actual passing on and consideration of Adi 
Da’s communications from that day. Whenever I could break 
away, I managed to get in two meditations of an hour or an 
hour and one-half each. Somewhere I would find a puja to 
attend. At some point I would just have to go incommunicado 
in order to catch a two-hour nap, while always being on-call 
over the hand-held radio. Moreover, two evenings a week 
there were meetings to consider our practice or education 
classes to attend. 

To maintain a practical, human-level sense of personal 
relationship to Adi Da in the midst of all this, I wove a small 
decorative palm-frond-and-flower gift every day for Him, and 
sometimes in the late evening I played flute or participated in 
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the chanting that took place in the courtyard outside His 
bedroom. 

Were it not for the regular occasions of darshan with Him, 
“harrowing” would be an excellent overall description of my 
(and many residents’) life during this period. But we thought 
little of it; any occasion of being with Him, however formal 
or fortuitous, washed away the amassing anxiety, regularly 
soothing us before the next crisis. The ferocious oscillations 
between impossible demand and the sublimity of His darshan 
generated a ragged intensity that every hermitage devotee 
knew intimately, and, for the most paid, welcomed. And, 
reminding us of a bigger picture, there were the “blessing 
pujas.” 

Every morning, before receiving reports, privately, with 
only His physician and Quandra Sukhapur Rani present, Adi 
Da received written requests for blessing from devotees all 
over the world. There were usually about a dozen on any 
given morning. These requests often asked for His blessing 
intervention in a present health crisis (either their own or that 
of someone very close to them, most often a parent or 
sibling), or, it could be for something like a young man’s 
safety while on military duty in Iraq, some family difficulty, 
or for one’s own practice as a devotee. A blessing puja 
request consisted of a photo of the devotee who was asking 
for Adi Da’s blessing, a photo of the person they were 
requesting the blessing for, and a description of the situation 
needing His intervention. Adi Da received each request on a 
separate fray, accompanied by a small gift from the devotee, 
usually a single flower or flower mala. 

For about a half-hour to forty-five minutes, one by one, 
Adi Da received the photos while Quandra Sukhapur or one 
of the doctors read to Him the request. He carefully and 
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intently regarded each photo, touching it, laying His hands on 
it, asking whatever questions of Quandra Sukhapur or the 
doctors He felt necessary to clarify the request or situation. 
He then finished by immersing His hand in water and 
dowsing the photo in tangible blessing, often drenching it, 
and placing a flower with it, softly saying “Love and 

Blessings to_Each photo and request was then taken 

to His private temple where it remained in continued blessing 
until He indicated to return it to the devotee requestor. 

We regularly heard back from these devotees when they 
wrote to express their gratitude and recount often unusual and 
even miraculous changes corresponding to Adi Da’s regard 
for their situation. These blessing pujas were reminders that 
criticizing us was only paid of His work—a part perhaps we 
made more difficult than needed be. They also recalled how 
Adi Da used to remind us, “Whether I am apparently 
criticizing you or apparently being more congenial with you, 
I am always blessing you.” I knew this. It was my experience. 
What do people call the “firmness” paid on TV? “Tough 
love”? I felt it something like that. 

In March 2006, Adi Da passed on to devotees a new writing. 
The Teaching Manual of Perfect Summaries. It was His 
radical instruction to devotees about how to tacitly 
understand and relate to His ultimate teaching. He called His 
instruction “The Preliminary Practice of Perfect Knowledge.” 
It was His gift to devotees to link them up from the very 
beginning of practice with the force of the ultimate practice. I 
felt particularly grateful for His instruction because it 
included an elaboration of His response to the question I had 
asked Him a couple of months earlier at Tat Sundaram about 
perceiving Him or anything as an “object.” One of the 
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chapters was entitled, “On The Intrinsic Transcending of The 
Fault of Objects.” His instruction from that chapter: 

1. You are not any “ object ” that (apparently) arises. 

2. Any and every “ object ” that apparently arises, 
arises conditionally—as and by means of conditional 
“cause ” and conditional “effect. ” 

3. No matter whatever apparently arises as an 
“ object ”—you are Whatever is not-an- “object. ” 

4. Therefore, whatever (in any moment) apparently 
arises as an “ object ” (or apparently “objectively”, 
over against the body or the mind) — Be_ (and, only 
Thus , Self-“Locate ”) Whatever is not-an- “object. ” 

5. This is My Principal Instruction on the 
Preliminary “Perfect Knowledge ” Listening-Practice 
of “Transcendental Root-Standing” exercised as 
Intrinsic Means for transcending the fault of 
“objects 

In any moment, and moment to moment, as and 
whenever any “object ” (or any “objectively ” arising 
anything, whether “internal” or “external” to the 
body or the mind) apparently arises — Be_ (and only 
Thus, Self-“Locate”) Whatever is not-an-“object.” 

I had asked a question about practice; Fie had responded. 
Then, when appropriate, Fie formalized His response as 
instruction for all devotees. I don’t know if the two were so 
directly related in this instance, but it is how almost all of His 
teaching instruction had been generated: responding to His 
devotees—literally, directly—providing us with the means to 
understand and assume responsibility for the awakenings and 
revelations that were integral to our lives with Flim. 
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My schedule became increasingly erratic with more notes, 
more responses, less sleep, less meditation. Adi Da was 
uncompromising in His expectation for serious practice and 
for signs of real success in the mission; but with the lack of 
“good news” from any area of Adidam, we were coming to 
our wit’s end. Changes in staffing became part of the 
discussion, including perhaps some devotees leaving 
Naitauba. 

To respect my Master’s privacy and the confidentiality of 
the personal dialogues around the reports of this next 
morning. I’ll su mm arize what happened by saying that in the 
midst of Adi Da expressing His frustration I had the graceful 
opportunity to speak with Him directly about His concerns. In 
the intensity of the interaction, though, in response to His 
direct question, “So what are you going to do about it?” I had 
nothing to offer. Being a devotee who had served Him for so 
long. He rightly, summarily dismissed me. 

That evening a cultural representative read to me Adi Da’s 
comments about my interaction with Him. From His 
comments, and given His mood to change some of the 
resident staff, it was clear - to everyone that I should be 
included on the list of devotees being asked to leave. And I 
was. Kathleen (who also had a conversation with Him that 
morning) was put on the boat list as well. 

But that was the first list. When Adi Da saw the first 
recommendations of who should leave, He commented on 
some other individuals, questioning the culture’s assessment 
and reasons for them leaving. As part of the cultural leaders’ 
reassessment of those devotees, they also spoke to both 
Kathleen and me and decided to take us off the departure list. 
When Adi Da saw that our names weren’t on the revised 
departure list, He commented, “I thought Leroy and Kathleen 
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were leaving. Why aren't they on the list?” He wasn’t asking 
a question. 

We were on the third list, and Adi Da had no further 
comment. Our fates were sealed. 

I didn’t really want to leave, but I knew it was appropriate: 
one just didn’t talk to Adi Da about His concerns without also 
assuming responsibility for handling them. Real devotional 
communion with Him was fearless and earned with it a force 
that could accomplish essentially anything. That I had 
nothing to offer to change His circumstance was a reflection 
of my sense of standing alone at the base of a mountain of 
seemingly impossible-to-make changes and saying to myself 
Can I really take on the responsibility for setting His 
circumstance right? My answer at the base of that mountain 
was No, I can’t. But in speaking with Him this morning I had 
implied I would. Even though I had wanted to help, at the 
reality moment of truth I fell back in fear and self-defense, 
and withdrew from Him. The incident had been a test. And I 
had failed. Being His hermitage renunciate devotee and 
having been unable to go beyond a fundamental limit in my 
relationship to Him, He had to instruct me. I needed His help. 
His sending me away was His instruction—and His help. 

Less than a week later, on Thursday morning, April 1, 
2006, I was on the boat, with several others, including 
Kathleen, leaving Naitauba. It was the first time either of us 
had ever been personally sent away by our beloved Guru. 

About two minutes outside the reef the boat’s engine 
began overheating and the engineer told the captain we 
should turn back to check it out while anchored within the 
calm and safety of the lagoon. We returned to Naitauba. 
While the problem was assessed, we remained on board. 
Because I felt the rightness of having to leave, I knew the 
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engine problem wasn’t a sign of reprieve—it was just an 
engine problem. Walking out onto the forward deck, I looked 
over Naitauba and the lagoon. As I drifted in my feeling 
around the tropical world that had been my home and family 
for most of the past twenty years, a large green sea turtle 
surfaced just to the left of the bow, about six feet away. It 
bobbed at the surface, stationary for a few moments, 
extending its neck and head up, looking at me. It then slowly 
and calmly tipped its head forward and down through the 
surface of the emerald water and dove toward the sandy 
bottom of the lagoon, gliding away with graceful, easy 
strokes. The appearance of the turtle—the guardian of 
seafarers and the symbol in island cultures for safe journey— 
reassured me that the engine problem was minor and that we 
would soon be on our way. Indeed, the engineer quickly 
discovered the problem, and after only a forty-five minute 
delay we were again passing through the reef and making 
good speed. 

Adi Da hadn’t said what either Kathleen or I should do 
next. The only thing certain about our future was the 
necessity to understand what had just happened. How long it 
would take to come to this necessary understanding couldn’t 
be known in advance; neither could either of us know what 
the process would look like. Obviously, because it happened, 
it had been necessary that He directly address us both about 
our relationships to Him. As for me, I was more than willing 
to endure His discipline in order to be right with Him, and 
was soberly grateful. 


C 
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T RUST AND FAITH in God, or in the spiritual Master, is 
essential for any degree of spiritual realization. Only 
trust and faith allow the depth of surrender necessary for the 
body-mind to be transformed by the Spirit. The greater the 
trust and faith, the greater the realization possible. This fact 
of spiritual life had long been obvious to both Kathleen and 
me. We also knew that trust and faith weren’t techniques that 
could cause realization; rather, they were its foundation. All 
our comings and goings from Adi Da’s company were tests 
of our trust and faith in Him. They tested our “recognition” of 
Him as Spiritual Master, our understanding of Him as the 
Divine Person. As much as our trust and faith were to be 
tested this time, we also had years of experience with Him 
that were their justification. 

After being back in California for three months, Kathleen 
and I formally resumed our relationship. Adi Da had sent us 
away from Naitauba together, and, in the process, it was clear 
to us that the reality of Kathleen and Leroy was an active 
intimacy we wanted to maintain; to avoid that reality seemed 
artificial. 

Leaving Naitauba, neither of us had any idea what we 
would do or how we would support ourselves. Fortunately, 
we were offered a “soft landing” at the Mountain Of 
Attention Sanctuary. That is, typically, when a long-time 
hermitage resident left Naitauba, the community where he or 
she went offered to provide free room and board for a month 
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or so in order to give one time to transition to non-hermitage 
life. 

Our friends warmly welcomed us. Kathleen resumed her 
service as transcriptionist of Adi Da’s notes (she transcribed 
digital audio files sent daily from Naitauba), and I met with 
some friends to consider a new service for me. When they 
first heard I was returning, they already had an idea and had 
even set aside some money for me to do it. 

For many years there had been a concerted effort by a few 
people to use the internet to denigrate Adi Da. Some were 
people who just seemed to have a constitutional objection to 
gurus, and a couple were former devotees who seemed to 
have axes to grind. The nastiness they put on their few 
websites and blogs, including the bogus lawsuits and 
sensational newspaper articles from 1985, had been 
proliferating on the internet through links and references such 
that when anyone did an internet search for “Adi Da,” 
although the number one result was the official Adidam 
website, eight or nine of the remaining first-page results were 
these derivative negative sites. But unlike transitory 
newspaper articles and television stories, these internet 
postings did not go away; and they were having a detrimental 
effect on people’s initial interest in Him. It was now clear we 
had to offer people an alternative to these websites, and that 
the official Adidam website was not a sufficient vehicle to 
accomplish this. 

My friends had been discussing this situation for a while 
and asked me to join them in considering a new website. We 
felt it was important to not directly oppose or confront the 
negative websites; rather, we should just tell our own story. 
This new website, although welcomed by representatives of 
the Adidam Institution, would be completely separate from 
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official Adidam, and we would be able to do whatever we 
wanted. My first job would be to read all the negative 
material about Adi Da on the internet, analyze it, and make a 
proposal for creating our own website that would take into 
account the concerns expressed on them. I agreed. 

Although there were only two or three websites actively 
attacking Adi Da, and only two of those contained daily blogs 
to voice their complaint, there were over 300 derivatives from 
these sites. I had to read them all. Additionally, those two 
incorporating blogs had hundreds of pages each, built up over 
the many years they had been active. Every day I spent hours 
reading, much of which was the most deliberately 
disrespectful and casually defamatory language I had ever 
read, and it was about Adi Da—the person dearest to me. It 
all felt so consciously hateful. Yes, anyone can have their 
grievances, but why this vendetta? 

I had little sympathy with the manner of most of these 
sites. There were, however, some complaints by former 
devotees with which I did resonate. Most of these were not 
about Adi Da, but about the community. Even though I had 
already gotten over my own reactions to the things they spoke 
about, whatever emotional problem I had with the 
requirements of spiritual life, and therefore with Adi Da, was 
being baited. It was the reactive oedipal petulance in the form 
of the resentment of seeming to be controlled, the resentment 
of dependence, the resentment of necessary discipline, the 
resistance to self-transcendence, and the uninspected anger 
that becomes self-destructive doubt. I hadn't felt any of this in 
decades, and I don't think I had ever felt it to this degree and 
intensity. But then again, having just received Adi Da’s direct 
regard, it was inevitable. The Spiritual force of His mere 
word to me acted like a “roto-rooter” penetrating to deeper 
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and deeper levels of my psyche and body-mind, stilling up 
whatever it encountered. It had always worked this way. Adi 
Da had said, and it had certainly proven true for me, that each 
of us has our own particular form of egoity, our own unique 
pattern or drama of separation, and that it is active at all 
levels of our body-minds. Whatever it is for each of us, it is 
always fundamentally the same in its life drama. So, by 
tendency and patterning, in addition to all my early life 
aberrations, I was a strongly competitive male, a hidden 
macho, independent, looking for attention, seeking retribution 
for feelings of inadequacy and self-protection in saintliness. I 
wasn’t that different from many men, I'm sure, but had my 
particular religious twist. So as an ego, it was still there as 
pattern, but, through practice, it rarely became drama. 

For Adi Da, though, all egoity was the same: the 
presumption and drama of separation itself. Bastardly egoity. 
Angelic egoity, sinners and saints, and everything inbetween. 
It was “self’ presuming separation from Reality. One of the 
effects of His Spiritual force was to reveal and purify the 
patterns of this illusion, all of them. 

With all my emotional reactivity (these patterns) being 
stirred up, I felt this present service as a vehicle for the 
purification that Adi Da’s direct address to me and booting 
me off Naitauba had initiated. I realized I was in a process 
where I had to allow myself to feel everything, while at the 
same time not react to those very emotions and feelings. I had 
to “stay in place,” “endure the heat,” and keep my attention 
on Him. This little bit of insight helped get me through this 
first phase of the project, although it didn’t make it any less 
intense—I still had to wade through the sludge of vitriolic 
diatribes, and I still had to endure my own reactions to 
everything they stirred up. 
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After three months I was able to put together a summary, 
describe the few incidents that most folks were focusing on, 
and recommend a categorization for structuring the stories on 
our website. We eventually agreed that we would have our 
website be a leelas (personal stories about Adi Da) site, and, 
as necessary, include some explanations here and there. 

I had survived phase one—barely, it sometimes seemed. 
Now lay ahead the more creative ordeal of collecting the 
leelas and building the website. 

A couple of months into the second phase of the website 
project, I had one of my most significant dreams of Adi Da: 

A woman devotee and I were attending Adi Da in His 
bedroom. He was in the process of lying down, 
retiring for the evening. The woman left the room to 
get something. Adi Da was attempting to adjust His 
position in bed but having difficulty because there 
was something disturbing His back. I went over to 
help Him. With one arm around His shoulders I 
assisted Him to a sitting position and looked at His 
back. There were a couple of pins, like thin sewing 
pins, stuck in His lower back. I removed them and He 
became comfortable. As I lowered Him to a reclining 
position, I noticed that [in the dream] His hips and 
upper legs were artificial, visibly mechanical. Metal 
of some kind. Even with as much intimate knowledge 
as I had about Him through my years of sendee in 
communications, traveling with Him, and other 
personal contact, I hadn’t known this. I knew, too, 
that no one else except those who sensed Him most 
intimately bodily would know it, and obviously it was 
something not meant to be general knowledge. A 
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sense of deepest intimacy with Him came over me. I 
felt 1 was being permitted to know a most intimate 
secret—not a political secret—but intimate personal 
knowledge, and that I was now responsible for this 
new level of personal relationship with Him. 

Even as I awoke from the dream I continued to feel a 
profound intimacy with Him. I felt it deeply in the body, deep 
in the heart, dissolving the bindings that held in place the 
oedipal struggle and emotional complications I had ever 
enacted with Him. Over the next few days I noticed that the 
fundamental impulse to anger, male competition, punishment, 
retaliatory jealousy, and revenge that I had known all my life 
was simply no longer there. It had been vanished. There were 
memories and remnants of habit, of course, but there was no 
force to any of them. I wrote to Adi Da to tell Him of the 
change, and I began thinking about when I could return to 
Naitauba. 

The website still required a couple of months’ work to get 
it into a final launch state. It would then need monitoring for 
two months or so to process initial feedback and get it stable. 
So maybe in four months I would return. Our schedule turned 
out to be optimistic, though, and the launch of 
www.adidaupclose.com was delayed until the beginning of 
February 2007. Immediately after going live we began 
receiving letters of appreciation and acknowledgements of its 
value in providing a broader understanding of Adi Da and His 
teaching. It was working. I could set a date for going on 
retreat. 

As I continued post-launch work on the site, Adi Da’s 
notes on His own work and condition made it clear that He 
would most likely never leave Naitauba again. Whereas in the 
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past we would use the time He traveled from Naitauba to 
bring larger numbers of devotees to Him, as well as create 
occasions for interested people from the public to see Him, 
now the onus was on us to make these same things happen on 
Naitauba. I had thought about this a lot over the years. 

It had always been obvious that someday we would need 
to provide air service to Naitauba. It was appearing that time 
had come. Then, in May 2007, Adi Da gave notes suggesting 
that, when possible, we should acquire our own aircraft, and 
that it should be a vertical take off and landing plane of some 
sort. He also said that we should follow the development of 
such aircraft and perhaps get one when their safety had been 
proven. I had been following these developments in aviation 
for the past twenty years. He knew this. 

I got together a group of devotee pilots to consider 
workable ways to create this air service as quickly as 
possible. Even though it could mean not returning to 
Naitauba to live until we could establish the air service, I felt 
that in order to serve Adi Da’s puiposes, we had to do 
everything we could to make this happen. Since I had already 
been involved for so long, I made the commitment to see the 
project through. 

It took about a year to do the necessary research, practical 
planning and proposal drafting to clarify the parameters and 
feasibility of a devotee owned and operated air service. Its 
ultimate workability was not sufficiently convincing, though, 
and then the worldwide economic crisis hit. The project was 
now, in effect, indefinitely stalled. As in the prayer of 
changes when at a certain point one simply releases all 
concern and allows the Divine, or the invoked spiritual 
influence, to do its work—in its own way, in its own time—I 
let go. 
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With my concerns for the air service released and any 
sense of problem in the relationship to Adi Da having been 
washed, I was ready to go on retreat. Kathleen had already 
been back to Naitauba for a few months and didn’t feel it was 
yet the time for her to return, so this was my moment to see 
Adi Da on my own. I was going with the intention of laying 
everything down at His feet, to start anew as His devotee, 
planning on staying four months so that there would be ample 
natural time for whatever was necessary to happen in my 
relationship to Him. I wondered if I would be invited to stay 
and live there and serve Him again. I wondered if there would 
be any indication from Him that I was now “right” with Him. 
I wondered. I hoped there would be. I also knew that there 
might not be and that I shouldn’t ask or look for any—even 
that subjective demand on Him had to be dropped. 

For the past eighteen months my principal service at the 
Mountain Of Attention Sanctuary had been to manage 
security, general safety, and fire protection. Since I planned 
to be on retreat for four months, I turned my service over to 
another devotee. I was now waiting for the first rains to end 
the forest fire season in our area, then I would go. 

It looked like I was clear - to go the second week in 
November. At the last minute, though, my replacement had a 
family emergency that required him to go to Florida and I had 
to delay my trip for a week. I finally left the United States on 
Monday night, November 24, 2008, California time, on the 
now quite familiar Air Pacific Flight 811 from Los Angeles. I 
had not seen Adi Da since my return to California in April of 
2006. 


During the flight I thought about how much had changed 
on Naitauba and for Adi Da in the two and a half years I had 
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been away. Soon after Kathleen and I had left in 2006, Adi 
Da called for “Searchless Beholding” retreats to begin again. 
This time, though, it seemed many devotees were better 
prepared for them. In Spiritual Transmission sittings with Adi 
Da in what was called the “Silver Hall,” devotees were 
learning to be drawn beyond the mind into self-forgetting, 
ego-less Transcendental Spiritual communion with Him. 
Crane had been participating in the Silver Hall process and 
described it to me like this: 


You know, during the Searchless Beholding 
retreats in Kauai I had all kinds of extraordinary 
experiences in the body, such as light coming down 
into the top of the head, visionary experiences, 
visions of Beloved in extraordinary forms, all kinds 
of bliss. And He kept saying how none of that was 
the point; all experience is secondary to what His 
Ultimate Transmission is about and to what He 
really wanted us to get from Him. Such 
experiences seemed to be my limit at the time, 
though. 

So I never felt qualified for the Silver Hall 
process once He started them again. But as I 
began to sit in the Silver Hall with Him, I was 
drawn into a State that was so extraordinary, and 
that revealed to me the Reality that has nothing to 
do with our experiences of this life. It was obvious 
that Consciousness precedes the body, and 
precedes the mind and all its vagaries. 

Just going into the Silver Hall, even before 
Beloved came in, I would sometimes feel a sense of 
dissolution of self and mind. And when He came in 
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the room, sometimes I’d be so overwhelmed by my 
own love for Him in His Radiant State that after a 
while there would be no mind at all. Often, 1 would 
be infused by His Spiritual Presence as Divine 
Person and at some point even that would 
disappear as awareness became prior to body- 
mind. In the most profound sittings, I would be 
astounded to find I was swimming in a state of 
Bliss in which there was no separation from Him, 
and it wasn’t like 1 was still there in some form to 
appreciate His Divinity; the only reality in that 
room sometimes was His Spiritual Radiance of 
Love-Bliss. There wasn ’t anything else happening. 

It was such a gift. 

But really, it’s hard to describe what my 
awareness was because when I was drawn into 
coincidence with His State, prior to body and 
mind, there was no way to “register” the 
experience. Is it an experience at all? It seemed to 
me it was Truth—Reality as He describes it. It was 
easy to understand why anything associated with 
the body-mind was not “it” at all. 

Then He would leave the Hall, and that movement 
in itself would bring me back to a sense of the room 
and the other people there. But it wasn’t like I had 
gone “somewhere” and was now coming back; it was 
prior to all that. 

I was hoping that at some point in my retreat I would be 
invited to sit with Adi Da in the Silver Hall, as well. It was 
this level of profound Spiritual communion with Him, this 
being drawn into His Transcendental Spiritual State prior to 
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the mind and even all experience, that He had been wanting 
devotees to “get,” all along. It was from this position, He 
said, prior to the mind, in Transcendental Spiritual 
communion with Him, that the real process of Spiritual 
transformation and realization could begin and that Reality 
Revealed Itself. For Him, short of Perfect Realization, the 
Silver Hall process was the proof and demonstration of the 
Way. He had already created His Spiritually empowered 
Sanctuaries, Teaching, and Art, calling them His “Agency” 
for all time, but the Silver Hall process, which He was saying 
should from now on never stop—even after His passing— 
was the principal Spiritual initiatory process both during His 
lifetime for present-time devotees, and after His death for all 
devotees to come in the future. 

Adi Da had also changed much about the way He lived on 
Naitauba. For the past seventeen months He had been living 
principally at Lion’s Lap. Even though He spent most of His 
nights there. He had still been spending the large part of His 
day at The Matrix completing the core text of His teaching. 
The Aletheon, and working on His art. Although He always 
goaded devotees to more serious practice, He had been 
generally pleased with their service to Him, both at Lion’s 
Lap and in facilitating His art process at The Matrix, and 
getting His art known in the world. Especially important to 
Him had been the showing of His own “Transcendental 
Realism” art at the 2007 Venice Biennale, in Italy, and then it 
being featured a year later in the Cenacolo Di Ognisanti in 
Florence. I longed to be part of His life again, in hermitage. 

Stepping out of the plane on Wednesday morning into the 
now-so-familiar embrace of the heavy, wet Fijian air, I 
thought. Yes. This is home. Being with my Beloved Guru, 
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here, is home, is my life. As arrival gifts for Him I had 
brought two music CDs He had requested and some small 
sacred stones to add to other sacred objects being collected 
for placement with His body in His mahasamadhi site at The 
Brightness, after His eventual death. The next afternoon, 
Thursday, November 27 th , I took an Air Fiji flight to Taveuni, 
to be there in time for the once-a-week, early Friday morning 
boat to Naitauba. 

There were several other devotees already at the Taveuni 
house when I arrived. Shauna was just leaving the Island, 
returning to California after retreat. She was going to catch 
the afternoon flight to Nadi. Four other devotees were also 
there, heading to Naitauba as was I. 

Marco arrived at the house at 4 p.m. Marco was a Dutch 
devotee who lived on Naitauba and managed shipping. He 
traveled on the weekly boat trip to assure the proper handling 
of the cargo and the safety of the passengers. His arrival 
meant everything was on schedule. 

Around 8 p.m. a call came in from the Island for him. We 
couldn’t heai - the entire conversation, but we did hear Marco 
repeating and clarifying instructions he was receiving: “Ten 
fifty-pound bags of rock salt and as much dry ice as I can 
get—I don’t know if there is that much rock salt on Taveuni. 
I'll have to call around. There isn’t any dry ice anywhere 
around here, so we’ll have to special ship it in on the morning 
flight from Nadi or Suva. I'll have to hold the boat to wait for 
it.” 

Rock salt. Dry ice. Those bits of repeated instructions 
were alarming. I knew that the combination of rock salt and 
dry ice had been part of long-standing instructions for how to 
treat Adi Da’s body after He died. A serious situation was 
obviously in progress on the Island. There were a few more 
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comments about logistics, then Marco hung up and told us in 
a flat, emotionless voice: 

“Beloved Adi Da collapsed in Picture Perfect earlier 
today and hasn’t had a pulse in over two hours. They moved 
Him to His bedroom and devotees on Naitauba are now 
gathered around there outside doing the devotional prayer of 
changes that this is another yogic event and that He will re¬ 
associate with the body. They’ve asked me to get rock salt 
and dry ice in case it isn’t.” 

We were stunned. Two of the women burst into tears. We 
all knew that in previous yogic death events there had never 
been a complete cessation of vital signs. It felt like the 
prayers for bodily re-association were more like desperate 
hopes than a realistic assessment of what had happened. One 
of the women started up her computer and was able to get on 
line via modem. She checked for any announcements to the 
worldwide gathering. There were two. They were both 
marked urgent. The first one began: 

Dear Fellow Devotees, 

Praise to Beloved Bhagavan Adi Da Samraj. 

At this moment Beloved Bhagavan Adi Da Samraj 
is experiencing an extreme medical crisis. We do not 
know the full extent of what is happening with His 
Divine Bodily Human Form. However, this crisis is 
an extreme one in which He has Swooned out of His 
Body. This has occurred to the extent that He has not 
had a heart-beat or pulse for nearly an hour’s time. 
Medical procedures are not reviving Him . . . 


The announcement concretized the unbelievable, the 
incomprehensibility of what was happening. No heart-beat or 
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pulse? This had never happened before. It was like the jolt of 
an earthquake had move the ground from under our feet, 
suspending us in the air—the earth no longer the familiar 
refuge. Nothing had any certainty to it other than everything 
was coming undone. 

The second e-mail was an update, we opened it. 

Dear devotees, 

At 8 pan. Fiji time, the Ruchira Sannyasin Order 
Authority Ojfice made the following communication: 

“At approximately 5:05 pan. Fiji time, Bhagavan Adi 
Da collapsed while working with His Divine Image 
Art in Picture Perfect, and since that time has shown 
no heartbeat or pulse. At this time, 8 pan., medical 
intervention has been suspended in respect for the 
Divine Yogic Integrity of the Master’s Body. . . 

No! . . . Please, no .. . The finality implied by the extended 
period with no vital signs, the suspension of intervention, and 
the present urgent request for rock salt and dry ice, meant 
only one thing: without anyone formally acknowledging it, 
Adi Da had died. 

None of the communications could relieve us of the shock. 
We were immobilized. Some went into the communion hall. 
Some offered to help Marco with whatever needed to be 
done. There was really nothing any of us could do, though, 
really. I offered to help Marco, but, in reality, Adi Da’s death 
was so unimaginable, so unexpected, so incomprehensible, so 
not what I could have ever anticipated, that I felt thrust into 
an anesthetized dream. We all wanted to break down and wail 
and sob, but the unimaginable reality communicated by a few 
practical instructions and two generalized e-mail 
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announcements required tangible confirmation; it was too 
much otherwise. We all wanted to get to Naitauba as quickly 
as possible. If our boat was going tomorrow, we would take 
it, but if it had to wait another day for the salt or dry ice or 
whatever, we would charter a local boat to take us over. 

In the morning, there was a final communication. From 
that update: 

Subject: From the RSO Re: Mahasamadhi/Invitation 
to Naitauba 

Dear Devotees, 

It is the middle of the night here at Adi Da 
Samrajashram, devotees remain in what is now 
clearly the Mahasamadhi Vigil of Beloved Bhagavan 
Sapta Na Adi Da Samraj. The time of Beloved 
Bhagavan’s Divine Mahasamadhi is being placed at 
approximately 5:05 pan. on Thursday, November 
27 th , 2008. 

Everyone here has been shocked at how quickly 
the Mahasamadhi occurred. Bhagavan Adi Da was 
sitting in His Chair Working in Picture Perfect. Just 
a minute before, He had been Giving Instructions 
relative to His Divine Image Art. A few minutes 
before that, He had been speaking humorously and 
laughing. And then He silently fell over on His side 
and within a very short period of no more than a 
couple of minutes He had entered into His 
Mahasamadhi. There were no signs of struggle, but a 
quick and painless transition. 
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Beloved Bhagavan Adi Da’s Body is now sitting 
upright on His Bed in His Bedroom at Aham Da Asmi 
Sthan. He is draped in orange clothes. 

There is no way to know exactly how long it will 
be before Beloved Bhagavan’s Divine Bodily Human 
Form will be Sacredly Interred at the Outshining 
“Brightness. ” If the pre-burial Vigil only lasts the 
minimum period of three days, Beloved Bhagavan’s 
Divine Bodily Human Form could be Installed at the 
Outshining “Brightness” as early as late Sunday. 

Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur has invited all to 
come to Naitauba during this time. Everyone is 
invited. All four congregations of devotees. And 
anyone else who wishes to come who will be rightly 
related to making this pilgrimage. Anyone who is 
moved to come to Naitauba to participate in Beloved 
Bhagavan’s Mahasarnadhi Vigil should begin to 
consider their practical arrangements to make the 
pilgrimage. 

Om Sri Parama-Sapta-Na Adi Da Love-Ananda 
Hridayam 

Adi Da was dead. I was no longer coming to lay my life at 
His feet, to live with Him again, to serve Him bodily again, to 
express my devotion to Him face-to-face; I was coming to 
bury Him. The shock and disorientation was overwhelming. 
It was too much to comprehend or feel, or even accept. It was 
impossible. 

We chartered a speedboat for that afternoon. Reality 
demanded that we be there, on Naitauba, at Adi Da’s house, 
in His bedroom, to see Him again in order to feel the truth of 
His passing and to begin to understand it. I also knew that 
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ceaseless service would be required for the next several days 
to assure the proper handling of His interment. I needed to 
participate. 

We arrived on Naitauba in the early afternoon. Over the 
calm seas that day. the trip had taken only two hours. I 
quickly changed clothes in the men’s dorm then went to the 
bus that was taking us out to The Matrix. There we would 
join in the vigil and eventually be escorted into the bedroom 
to see Adi Da one final time. 

Within twenty minutes we were on the veranda outside 
His bedroom. Most devotees were chanting. Not all. Some 
were just sitting there in contemplation, some were weeping. 
I just sat, disturbed, agitated by the unrealness, unable to 
express any emotion. 

In an hour or so, Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur invited 
a group of devotees into the bedroom. We went in and sat at 
the foot of Adi Da’s bed. The room was very still, and as cool 
as the air conditioning could make it. His body had been 
propped up into a cross-legged seated position at the back of 
the bed and His torso covered in traditional renunciate-orange 
colored cloth. Additional orange material had been draped 
over His head to form an oval shaped border around His face, 
allowing us to see His forehead, eyes, nose and lips. His eyes 
were closed and His lips lightly together. His skin was pale 
but not totally without color. He still looked alive, as if in 
meditation and could speak at any moment. His appearance 
only added to my incomprehension. While some of the others 
in the room softly wept and others moaned in reception of a 
magnified Spiritual descent, I could only look incredulously 
at Him, still bodily not “getting it.” We stayed there for about 
ten minutes, then were escorted out. 
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The next day everything went into high gear to prepare for 
the burial. Because of the suddenness of Adi Da’s passing, 
the doctors had not been able to establish the conditions 
necessary for preserving His body quickly enough to counter 
the effects of the tropical summer’s aggressive heat and 
humidity. He would be interred on Sunday. 

I had brought the sacred stones with me, never imagining 
they would be used while I was here. I arranged to get them 
to the devotees responsible for that aspect of burial 
preparation. These would be the last stones added to the 
collection to be buried with Him. 

My service assignment was to be one of the videographers 
for the procession from His bedroom to His mahasamadhi site 
at The Outshining Brightness. Before the procession, while 
still in the bedroom, the doctors, His daughters, and the 
Ruchira Sannyasin Order devotees placed Adi Da’s body in a 
large, specially-made burial bag of white canvas. They then 
draped the bag in layers of orange cloth and moved Him onto 
a plywood palanquin. Nothing of Him was any longer visible 
when they brought His body out and placed the palanquin on 
the open bed of the pickup truck—now procession vehicle. It 
was a passionately humble scene: a small pickup truck fully 
draped with all the renunciate-orange-colored fabric devotees 
could find; dozens of flower garlands strung around the 
vehicle; His daughters wrenched with grief and tears, sitting 
on the bed of the pick-up, they and the Ruchira Sannyasin 
Order devotees supporting His body on the palanquin as the 
truck slowly drove from The Matrix. Everyone on Naitauba, 
all devotees, all the Fijian staff and their families, were there, 
and all slowly walked along with the truck the one and a half 
miles to where His body would be set into the earth. 
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Once we arrived at The Outshining Brightness, His body 
was taken directly into the building and then lowered into the 
burial chamber beneath His temple. There was no flooring in 
the burial chamber itself. It was continuous with Naitauba’s 
earth. He had wanted that continuity so that the flow of His 
Spiritual Transmission from there into the physical 
dimensions of the world would be unimpeded. The walls 
were concrete, though, and once the chamber was filled, the 
top to it would be permanently sealed with cement. 

For the next ten hours, those of us outside the temple 
passed plastic five-gallon buckets filled with Naitauba’s earth 
to the devotees inside doing the actual burial. Fifteen yards 
from the temple there was a large pile of earth brought in by a 
front-end loader. Around the pile a dozen men sorted out 
broken branches, roots, and rocks, then sifted the earth and 
filled the buckets. They passed the buckets to a chain of 
devotees who swung the pails from one to the other, making 
the earth’s way to the temple door. In the temple, Quandra 
Sukhapur was down inside the chamber itself. The earth was 
poured onto a makeshift chute which she directed from below 
to spread it around. As the chamber filled, she also placed 
sacred articles around Adi Da’s body, and carried out the 
details of His burial instructions. 

I was the next to last devotee in the bucket chain. When 
the bucket got to me, because we were sometimes having to 
pass the buckets in so fast, I either quickly wiped the bottom 
with a rag (so that dirt wouldn’t fall off it in the temple) and 
passed it to the devotee at the door, or, simply passed it to 
another devotee who did the wiping, while I took the next 
bucket and wiped it off. 

The process of filling the chamber took close to ten hours. 
We passed the buckets of earth essentially non-stop for the 
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entire time, pausing only when alterations to the chute had to 
be made, or when someone from inside the temple updated us 
on the progress of filling the chamber or on some sacred 
aspect of the burial process itself. 

However ordinary and humble it may seem, burying the 
Guru is the most sacred ceremony in spiritual life. I had to 
participate fully, bodily. I couldn’t do otherwise, and 
wouldn’t have wanted to. I didn’t take a break. I personally 
passed along just about every bit of dirt that went into the 
chamber with Adi Da’s body. Every bucket of earth was an 
expression of gratitude for His service to me. Every particle 
of dirt was an affirmation of the intimacy I felt with Him. 
Each wipe across the bottom of the pail was a reminder of the 
debt I owed Him. Every motion and thought and feeling was 
an acknowledgement of the Sacrifice He had made and of the 
life He had permitted me to live in service to Him. 

Once the chamber cap had been placed, we began the 
formal ten-day burial vigil that is part of the Fijian tradition in 
honoring the dead. There was continuous chanting, a special 
puja done at 5:05 every evening, and a perpetual fire was 
begun at Naitauba’s principal fire puja site. We would also 
recognize subsequent significant periods, such as the first 
month, three months, six months, and one year. But ten days 
from now would be the first major honoring. 

The next morning I was invited to an organization meeting 
by the retreat staff. Already people had been arriving from all 
around the world to honor Adi Da. Having been a long-time 
resident of Naitauba, I was asked to help serve the retreat 
process. I felt obliged to help because there were so few staff 
on Naitauba, but I was only just functional enough to be of 
reasonable service. I met devotees as they arrived at the 
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beach, gave them a brief orientation, and helped organize 
their living circumstance. Retreat time was relatively 
unstructured. People had permission to do whatever they 
needed to do to process their feelings, as long as they 
respected everyone else’s process and adhered to the basic 
do’s and don’ts of living in the ashram. 

I was grateful for the service. I needed something to do, 
but I couldn’t take much demand. Even though I was 
sensitive to others and was able to serve appropriately, I felt 
cut off from the depth of this happening. While others broke 
into tears upon setting foot on Naitauba’s sand, and others 
spoke of feeling Adi Da’s Spiritual Transmission having been 
magnified with His passing, I was dissociated from that 
ability to feel. I heard that Kathleen was coming. I hoped that 
seeing her would reconnect me to my emotion. 

She arrived three days later on a chartered boat. Because it 
had a shallow draft, it could let passengers off at the wharf. 
As the boat turned around to point its stern toward shore, I 
saw her. I could feel her grief. My heart leapt out to her and 
tears came to both our eyes. I wanted to sob, I was hoping to 
sob and let it all go, but the body just wouldn’t do it. 
Knowing the need to be penetrated by the intimate touch of 
each other’s humanity, I waded out to the boat and took 
Kathleen in my arms and earned her to shore where we 
embraced for a long time. As I held her, I knew that she too 
wanted to weep, but, like me, couldn’t. Somehow, in this 
moment, Kathleen and I were the same person, yet also 
painfully separated by our shocked emotional state. 

“I’m so sorry, Kath . . . I'm glad you could come.” 

“I had to. I couldn’t not come. This is the only place for 
me to be right now. And I had to go to The Brightness. After 
serving Beloved there for so long during His life, I had to be 
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able to go up there and feel Him there as He is now. And I 
had to see you, too.” 

Kathleen immediately went to The Brightness. It’s where 
she spent most of her two weeks. 

What did I mean by “sorry”? Sorry for what? For 
everything. For the inevitability of death. For the inevitability 
of suffering and loss and separation. For no longer having the 
opportunity to love Adi Da in person. For every moment of 
unlove. For every moment of being less than love. 

During this initial vigil period, the editorial and cultural 
devotees intensively researched everything Adi Da had said 
about the eventuality of His death. The devotees present in 
the room at Picture Perfect at the time of His collapse 
discussed with the doctors what they had witnessed. The art 
team reviewed His most recent commentary on His work in 
process, and other devotees told leelas. 

From all of this, a new picture of Adi Da’s passing took 
shape. It was an image of the magnificence of His death: He 
had been in good health. He had just that day completed work 
on His most important written teaching. The Aletheon. He had 
just completed work on a significant art piece. The actual 
time of His passing—5:05—seemed to have many 
significances. Many months before, several devotees had had 
very clear premonitory dreams of His passing at this time. 
And regarding His actual collapse, witnesses reported that 
Adi Da showed no signs of having physical difficulty: there 
had been no grimacing, no movement of His arms or hands, 
no evidence in His face or body of anything happening; He 
simply slowly fell to His side, a devotee rushed over to guide 
His fall to the floor, and in a few moments there was a final 
reflexive gasp of the body’s last breath. 
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We understood that Adi Da’s incarnation had its own 
purposes—which He had completed. Nothing more could be 
added by His continued bodily life, therefore, it needn’t 
continue. I understood this, and it seemed true to me. His 
death was right, and magnificent. In The Knee of Listening 
He describes a period as a child when He ended His bedtime 
prayers with “And please, dear Lord, allow me to live until I 
am eighty-nine years old or older.” We thought He would; 
but He didn’t have to; and He didn’t. 

A good friend explained Adi Da’s passing to her father 
this way: 

Dad, you see, it’s not just like a friend or spouse 
dying unexpectedly. For most people when someone 
dies they have sons or daughters or a wife or a 
husband; they have church, they have their job, they 
have their hobby or someone or something left to 
help them through. But Adi Da was all of that to me. 

Fie was my family. He was the person most intimate 
to me. I cared for Him as I would care for a 
vulnerable child. I loved Him as I would a lover. He 
was the focus of everything I did for the past thirty 
years. And He was the one 1 experienced and 
worshiped as the Divine. He was literally everything. 

And now that’s gone. 

She was right, but not completely. I, she, and all other 
devotees were now without the center of our lives. Franklin 
Jones, Bubba Free John, . . . Adi Da had been our most 
intimate human and Spiritual companion—that was true—but 
now we all had to make the transition to the greater 
relationship to Him as Transcendental Spiritual Master, 
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continuing even as personal and as intimate as ever. How that 
occurred would be a process unique to each devotee. 

In order to get more of a sense of Adi Da’s final years on 
Naitauba, I went out to Lion’s Lap. Its forest-type isolation 
had been congenial to Him, and for the past two years it’s 
where He generally lived. In contrast to the extremely 
frustrating circumstances I had known around Him in 2006, I 
was told He had been pleased with the situation there and 
with devotees’ service. The place itself was very simple: 
tucked away under the jungled canopy of the tall Tuvola trees 
was the modest two-room house He slept in, nearby was one 
of His private temples, and close to the entrance to the area 
were facilities for the devotees who lived and served there, 
including a meditation hall. Seeing it in person, I, too, felt the 
congeniality of the place for Him and how well He had been 
served. It was obvious why He was pleased, and I was 
grateful to my friends for having taken such good care of 
Him. It was relieving to know that at least for the past two 
years He had had that amount of ordinary pleasurable 
existence. 

For several years before His passing, Adi Da frequently 
spoke about how His work was not just with or for devotees. 
He said that especially since Lopez Island in 2000, and after 
His death, His work was with and for all beings and the 
world. He described how He was infinitely expanded, 
personally intimate with and touching everyone, all beings, 
and everything. He also spoke about how, through all the 
work He had done, anyone in the future could be His devotee 
and experience Him just as personally and intimately as the 
devotees who had lived with Him during His lifetime; He 
would always be Spiritually Present, able to be located and 
invoked through right practice. 
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I am not built in such a manner that I can be a 
public figure. Therefore, I have to live in a secluded 
circumstance. The Energy involved in My Work of 
connecting to the world is so intense that I can hardly 
tolerate it. You could not even comprehend it. My 
Experience is every one. I Extend out and I Touch 
you. When My Divine Transcendental Spiritual Body 
Extends out, Its Touch Touches every one. Every one 
has felt My Transcendental Spiritual Touch, whether 
they are consciously aware of it or not. I am 
Touching everyone now. 

If you were to lie down and extend your body and 
touch someone’s body, he or she would feel it. Well, I 
am Extended everywhere like that. I am Experiencing 
all as My Own Form. 

{The Aletheon, p. 2036) 


While alive, He had made His intimate touch and the Descent 
of His Blessing Light obvious to me. Since His death I have 
felt that become a universalized gift to everyone—Blessing, 
as He said, everyone’s movement to Love and to Realize 
Truth. 

I had originally booked a return flight for the end of 
January, not actually thinking I would use it, but now I 
would. By the first week in January most people had come 
and gone. I attempted to go on retreat but was still in such a 
stunned and emotionally anesthetized state that I couldn’t 
make use of it. I felt I couldn’t process Adi Da’s 
Mahasamadhi while on Naitauba, so when the day of my 
original departure date came, I left. 
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I had wanted to always be physically close to Adi Da and 
serve Him bodily; but it didn’t work out that way—I had 
unconscious motives and energies that regularly took me out 
of His company, and I didn’t have the quality of energy and 
personal characteristics that were necessary to serve Him 
intimately, directly, full-time. 

I spent my first year serving in His Hermitage (1986/87) 
asking myself the question, “Who is He?” During my last 
time (2004/06) a vision resolved that question forever. And 
from my last human interaction with Him, He very personally 
kicked me off His Island, and that intervention proved a 
summary stroke to purify me of a fundamental obstruction in 
relationship to Him. 

For thirty years, as much as I was willing to ask for (and 
more), Adi Da gave to me. And even though I had been 
competitive, jealous, relationally insensitive, and sex- 
obsessed, He permitted me to be as close to Him as my ability 
to serve Him would allow. Then, feeling washed of that 
fundamental oedipal obstruction, I so wanted to live with 
Him again, to be with Him, to serve Him—feeling free of the 
encumbrances and limitations that had characterized my 
previous relating to Him. I had been transformed, and I 
wanted to bring Him the gift of the transformation He had 
worked in me. 

In His Self-Revelation He had given me a vision of 
Ultimate Reality, which I acknowledge as Him and by His 
Name Da. 

Through His Self-Emergence He had awakened in me the 
intuitive obviousness of Truth as undifferentiated Conscious 
Being, non-separate from “me,” or “Him,” or anything else. 
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In the Mystery of His Self-Transmission He had 
converted me to love and shown me that Love is inherently 
the same as Ultimate Reality and Truth. 

And, even from the beginning and ceaselessly throughout 
the course of thirty years, Adi Da Revealed Himself as that 
Reality, that Truth, and that Love, non-separately, in Embrace 
of, and Identity with, everyone and everything. 

Adi Da’s Appearance was the Self-Emerging Self- 
Revelation of Reality Itself, non-different from egoless Love 
Itself. His Play in the World and among His devotees was an 
incomprehensible sacrifice to Reveal and make the 
Realization of such self- and other-transcending Love 
possible for all beings. Indeed, His Appearance and Play was 
Love’s Sacrifice, for the sake of all, and forever. 


My Avataric Lifetime Is A Divine and Unique 
Demonstration of Intentional Entanglement—In Which 
The egoless Divine “Bright” Self-Nature, Self-Condition, 
Self-State, and Divine Transcendental Spiritual Self- 
Force of My Prior and Perfect Freedom Is Constantly 
Self-Revealed In Spontaneous Acts, Great Events, 
Remarkable Conjunctions, Extraordinary Processes, and 
Bevond-Wonderfid Demonstrations of Perfect Dis- 
Entanglement—For The Sake of all-and-All. 

By Means of My Avataric Lifetime of Divine Self- 
Revelation, all-and-All who are, as if by accident, 
entangled here (and everywhere), in egoic time and 

.../... 









376 I L o v e ’ s Sacrifice 


space, Are Divinely Avatarically Given All of Necessary 
and Perfectly Acausally Effective Means For Perfect 
Dis-entanglement — now, and forever hereafter, In Me, 
and Where and As I Am . 

This Is The Key to rightly and truly understanding All 
of The Acts, Events, Conjunctions, Processes, and 
Demonstrations of The Totality of My Lifetime-Evidence. 

(The Aletheon, p. 1837) 










PART IV 



Why Life Is Important 


T 7ou must really deal with the bondage that is your 
J- condition. 

Life is not bullshit. 

It is not that life is merely an illusion, and you should do 
some “trick” or other to get rid of it. 

No. Life exists as it seems to exist—for real. 

Life exists within the conditional domain for real reasons. 

There is a real, necessary life to be lived—a life that 
(ultimately) transcends all bondage and Realizes What Is 
Great. But you must live that life. 

That is what makes life important, and not a mere illusion. 

Conditional existence is non-necessary—but it is arising. 

The choices you make relative to how you live within it — 
given the gifts (or the absence of them) in the meeting-places 
of your life—are of profound significance. 

Therefore, life is important—but not because you can love 
or like or have whatever you can love, like, or have. 

Life is not important because of the attachments you are 
capable of. 

Life is important because you are really bound and you 
must become really free. 

You can. 

You must. 

And it is not a lie. 

If you truly study My Teaching, you will see It is Unique in 
the “world”. 

There is no comparable Teaching. 

Aclidam is a Unique Revelation. 

Aclidam is a Unique Process. 

Above all, Adidam is not a “technique”. 

Aclidam is the devotional relationship to Me, As I am 
Avatarically Revealed here, Bodily—during this Lifetime, and 
for all time. 

By these Means, I have Established a Process for all time. 


(from The Sacred Space of Finding Me, pp. 63-64) 



Epilogue: Three Blessings 


Terry Andrews 

I T WAS TOWARDS THE END OF NOVEMBER 2009, almost 
a full year since Adi Da’s passing. I had finished the first 
draft of this book and was visiting my parents, in Seaside, 
Oregon. I went to a local bookstore to speak to the owner to 
ask if she knew of anyone who might be interested in reading 
my book and giving me feedback. There was a local author, 
she said, Terry Andrews, who wrote spiritual books, who 
might. She gave me Terry’s phone number and I called. Terry 
agreed, saying she had the next few days free and would read 
the book over the weekend. It turns out that several years 
previous Terry had experienced a spontaneous shamanic 
awakening and had subsequently been instructed in shamanic 
teachings and processes and was now a genuine teacher in her 
own right. She had already written a couple of fiction books 
about shamanic adventures, and was about to write her first 
non-fiction book about her own experiences. We met in a 
small coffee shop that following Monday morning. 

“Has anyone else read your book?” she began. 

“Yes, a friend in the book business.” 

“What did he say?” 

“Well, he said that I should cut it down to about half its 
length, and take out . . .” and I went on to describe my 
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friend's excruciatingly frank assessment of my first draft. It 
was brutal. But compassionately so. And helpful. 

“Oh good,” she said. “I'm glad. Relieved. Only just having 
met you, I didn't want to have to break all that to you myself.” 

Terry then engaged me in a very instructive discussion 
about the book's themes and my awareness of them and the 
process of writing itself. 

Before we ended our conversation she added: “I want to 
tell you something you'll probably find interesting. Friday 
night when I first sat down to read your book, as I began, I 
felt the presence of your master in the room. I then saw him 
appeal - across from me, sitting on my couch. I could tell he 
wanted to know what I thought about your book. I told him 
that I wanted to read the book on my own, without 
distraction, and asked him to leave. He did. 

“The next night, having read most of your book, I had just 
gone to bed when suddenly my ceiling opened up and this 
massive pillar of light poured down, flooding my room with 
love-bliss. I had never experienced anything like that before.” 

Her account took me by pleasant surprise, but I didn't say 
anything. While Adi Da was alive, reports of people 
experiencing Him as a blessing pillar of light and love-bliss 
had become familial' to me, although it was rarer to hear of 
such personal-like “appearances” other than in dreams. Now, 
almost a year after His passing, still working through my own 
grief, to heai' Terry’s report was like a healing salve, a 
reassurance of His continuing aliveness. 

Even with all my writing and remembering, though, I still 
hadn't been able to truly grieve. Then one day, during this 
visit with my folks, while watching television, a car 
commercial came on with accompanying background music 
that unexpectedly grabbed me in the depths of my feeling. 
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After the second or third time this happened I managed to 
catch some of the lyrics and look them up on YouTube. There 
it was: Love Hurts by Nazareth, their original 1970s hit 
version. I found out all the lyrics and learned the song. For 
days I couldn’t stop singing it, over and over again, Love 
hurts, love scars, love wounds and mars . . . somehow this 
version of this song by this group felt like a life-seeking 
probe going deeper and deeper into me, working my 
emotions, tugging at my tears. I felt myself deliberately using 
the unusual force of the song to unearth something long ago 
buried. 

I returned to the Mountain Of Attention on November 21 st 
for the following weekend's anniversary of Adi Da’s passing. 
When I saw Kathleen again I brought up the song on 
YouTube and played it for her. We sat down together on her 
bed and I began to tell her about my response to it. Almost as 
soon as I started to speak about my sympathy for the quality 
of the voice and emotion and the opening lyrics, Love hurts, I 
was in tears, only now able to confess how much I hurt and 
how much pain I felt over Adi Da dying. I cried for a while, 
Kathleen holding me, cradling my head on her shoulder. She 
knew I had to weep. Finally. 

A couple of days later I wrote Terry: 

Dear Terry, 

I'm back in California at the Mountain Of Attention. 
Thank you for your help with the book while I was in 
Oregon. I'm writing because during our conversation in 
the coffee shop you said something that in the moment I 
didn't know how to respond to, but over the last couple 
of days found a way to say it. 
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You spoke about Adi Da's personal presence in the 
room, then leaving when you asked. You then described 
a later experience of the ceiling of your room opening 
up and light coming in. You said it was a new 
experience for you and you didn't know what to make of 
it. As a devotee of Adi Da and having had that 
experience on several occasions, and also having heard 
that same story many, many times in relation to Adi Da 
from both devotees and non-devotees, I propose that it 
was simply Adi Da's Blessing of you and your work. 

For the last many years of His life He said that the 
focus of His work was no longer particularly on 
devotees but on everyone and the world altogether. 
During those last years He made Himself available to 
whoever sincerely sought His Blessing for their 
humanitarian work in the world. This included 
politicians, humanitarian leaders, and even other 
traditional gurus who came to Naitauba for His 
Blessing. He was not expecting them to become His 
devotees. 

Thus, in your contact with me and your attention to 
Him, you brought yourself into the sphere of His 
Universal Blessing. And it is a Blessing of your 
personal process, your deepest intention toward 
Reality. My impression is that His universal 
manifestation as Luminous Blessing, Bright Reality 
Itself, is something you are ultimately interested in via 
your own process. 

Again, Terry, thank you. 

Dennis 
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She responded: 

Dennis, 

Thank you for this lovely message. I am moved by it. 
And yes, I felt this. When my ceiling opened and the 
light came down, I felt Adi Da's presence in the divinity. 
And it is truly lovely to come to the place of receiving 
blessing, any of us, for the work that we do in the world. 
And it is more confirmation of all the help that exists in 
the realm beyond the physical. You bring his presence 
with you of course. I am sure you are aware of that. He 
is very much a part of you. Even in your email. 
Blessings, 

Terry 


My Father 

BEFORE ADI DA'S PASSING, my sister and brother (Barbara 
and Jim) and I had moved my parents into a retirement home 
in Seaside, Oregon, close to where Barbara lived. My father 
and mother lived together in an independent living apartment 
associated with a monitored care facility. My father’s health 
was slowly deteriorating so I had been regularly going up 
there to spend a couple of weeks at a time helping out. I 
stayed in their apartment's spare room. Living with them like 
this over the past two years I had come to know my father 
and mother as I never had before, and I deeply loved and 
respected them both. 

It seemed like every time I visited, something happened 
that my mother and I had to call 9-1-1 for my father. This last 
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time it was because he had gone into insulin shock after 
having given himself his usual insulin injection before dinner, 
but then deciding to not eat. 

Walking was painful and slow for my father, so he spent 
most of his day in a recliner chair watching TV. Because of 
his eating habits and lack of exercise, his diabetes was only 
marginally under control, and his diminished sensitivity to his 
bowel urges made every going to the toilet a crisis. “Uh oh,” 
he would say, then frantically reach for the recliner controls 
to bring his chair upright, push himself up from the arms of 
the chair to his stroller, then shuffle each foot forward: left, 
right, scoot the stroller ahead, shuffle, shuffle, scoot, dashing 
as best he could to the bathroom. I’d call out to him when he 
was finally seated on the toilet, “Dad, let me know if you 
need any help.” “I already need help. Den,” he’d usually 
say—meaning he didn’t make it in time. Any more, he rarely 
did. Then, in what seemed like the humblest of services, 
either my mother or I would help him off with his pants and 
shoes, clean off his legs and wipe the bathroom floor. Mom 
insisted on doing it when she was there; when she was away, 
I did. 

My mother was always anxious about dad’s condition and 
the possibility that she might not be able to respond quickly 
enough in an emergency to help him. She said she wished she 
would die first; it seemed as if her worst fear was that she 
wouldn’t. 

I had been with them for two weeks when the insulin 
shock incident happened. I stayed an extra week after dad got 
out of the hospital to make sure he was doing OK back in the 
apartment. I wanted to stay even a little longer, and had an 
uneasy feeling about leaving; but things seemed fine, Barbara 
was near, and I wanted to get back to the Mountain Of 
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Attention in time for the one-year anniversary of Adi Da’s 
passing, November 26 th . I left on the 21 st , taking the 
Greyhound bus back to California. 

On Sunday, November 29 th , Barbara called me. Dad was 
in the hospital in Portland; fluid was building up in his 
abdomen for unknown reasons, causing him severe pain. It 
was a serious condition. I immediately booked a flight for the 
next morning. I asked Kathleen if she wanted to come up 
with me. She did. My brother met us at the Portland airport 
and drove us to the hospital. 

My father was in a regular room. He was going in and out 
of consciousness, mostly because of the amount of morphine 
he needed to effect the abdominal pain. His belly was huge. 
This first day, though, when awake, he was lucid, and, 
characteristically, never complained and was often humorous. 
He was aware that he was in a more serious condition than he 
had ever been in before, but he also displayed his perennial 
confidence that the doctors would pull him through. 

By the time I arrived on Monday, the physicians had 
figured out what was happening. They said that the portal 
vein (the main blood supply to the liver) had become blocked 
and because of that his liver was slowly failing, and with that, 
fluid was leaking from his bowels into his abdomen (a 
condition called “ascites”), causing the swollen abdomen, and 
because of that leaking, his kidneys weren’t getting enough 
fluid and they were shutting down, too. That morning, to 
relieve his pain and swelling, the physicians drained my 
father’s abdomen. They withdrew more than five liters. 

That night I slept in a hospital chair beside my father. 
Tuesday morning, dad’s abdomen was again bloated. He was 
only rarely conscious now, asleep at the moment. We all 
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gathered around him to meet with his principal physician. She 
seemed nervous as she spoke: 

“So we don’t know how the occlusion happened, but it’s 
causing Jim’s liver and kidneys to stop functioning and his 
abdomen to fill. There are some tests we could do that might 
tell us how this happened—” 

I cut in: “But is there anything that can be done at this 
point? Do you recommend anything be done?” 

“In a younger, healthier man, surgical intervention to 
remove the obstruction in the portal vein would be an option. 
But it’s almost certain your father wouldn’t survive the 
surgery. We could drain some more fluid to ease the 
discomfort while waiting for test results.” 

“Is there really a purpose for the tests?” 

“Well, then we would possibly know why the occlusion 
happened.” 

It was clear that the doctor was avoiding the obvious. Why 
she couldn’t say it, we didn’t know. 

My brother spoke up, voicing what was on all our minds: 
“We’re noticing that his kidneys aren’t working, and his other 
problems are pretty serious too; but you all keep talking about 
more tests even when it seems that there is no real solution. 
What do you feel is the actual prognosis?” 

“Well,” she hesitated, “at this point I don’t actually think 
he can survive this. What would he want us to do?” 

My mother spoke up, “I know what he wants. I know what 
he wants. He doesn ’t want any heroic measures.” 

I asked, “If nothing more is done, how long until Jim 
would die?” 

“Two days, perhaps. If you agree this is what you want, 
then we won’t do anything further. Mrs. Stilwell?” 

“Yes. It’s what we want. Yes. Thank you, doctor.” 
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All our eyes were watered over in tears. We left the room 
to allow my mother to be alone with her husband of 64 years. 

Barbara and I went to the nearby lounge and held each 
other and cried. Although my father’s death at this time was 
inevitable, there was no preparation for the finality that came 
with the spoken, mutually acknowledged, and real, ending—I 
don’t think there ever is or can be. 

Barbara had many friends in health care in Astoria (near 
Seaside), and immediately arranged a bed for my father in the 
newly opened Astoria hospice facility. That afternoon I rode 
with my father in an ambulance from Portland to the Astoria 
facility. I sat beside him, my head close to his, whispering to 
him what was happening. 

Dad had a private room in the hospice facility. It was 
spacious, clean and pleasant, with a hospital bed and a couple 
of chairs and tables for furnishings that made it look like a 
guest bedroom. By now he was no longer active; he kept his 
eyes closed most all the time, but could be responsive if 
deliberately aroused. We each took turns sitting with him and 
saying our last words to him. As it got late in the evening I 
told everyone that I would like to stay the night there. 
Barbara only lived about twenty minutes away, so all the 
family, except Kathleen, left for the night. She wanted to stay 
a while longer to have private time with my father. I would 
take her home later, and call Barbara if dad died during the 
night. 

Just before everyone left, Barbara and I were in the 
hospice kitchen talking; Kathleen sat quietly across the room. 
She told the following to me later: 

I was simply sitting in the room while you and 

Barbara were talking when suddenly I felt Beloved 
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Adi Da literally flood my body with His Radiant 
Love-Blissful Presence! I had not even been 
consciously invoking Him. I closed my eyes and 
turned to Him completely and He continued to 
magnify in my heart. For some time, I felt Him 
pouring into me and filling the room with His Love- 
Bliss. I meditated on Him with my eyes closed until 
something made me open them. I saw that everyone 
had left except for you, and the facility was quiet. 

While this was happening with Kathleen, Barbara had left 
and I had gone in to sit with my father. I had already 
expressed my love for him, and spoken to him a lot in the 
ambulance, so I just sat. As I watched him I noticed a slight 
quality of struggle in his breath and perhaps some 
indescribable expression on his face that made me feel he 
didn’t understand what was happening to him, why his 
breathing was difficult or why he might be feeling whatever it 
was he was feeling. I could tell he didn’t know he was dying; 
so he was becoming unnecessarily confused or upset by, or 
fighting, the body’s dying process. He needed help. The day 
before in the hospital I had tried to talk with him about the 
possibility of him dying, but even though he had always said 
“I know I’m already living on borrowed time,” he didn’t want 
to hear of it. But now, like it or not, ready or not, it was upon 
him. I knew Adi Da’s instruction about how to guide 
someone through the death process, and had done it in the 
past; I was there to help my father, but I also felt he would 
still rather not hear from me that this was the time. I left the 
room to find Kathleen. She was still in the kitchen. 

“Kath, can you help? I think my father is confused, 
struggling slightly because he doesn’t really know he is 
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dying. I tried to talk to him about it in the hospital, but in 
saying to him that ‘he’ was dying, I think I may have 
frightened him. I just don’t think he wants to hear from me 
about dying. Could you try? You have a much simpler 
relationship with him. I think it’s important to not directly say 
“he” is dying—that’s not ultimately true, anyway—but just 
go over the last three days with him so he can see for himself 
that the body itself is giving up and about to stop.” 

Kathleen recounts her experience: 

Feeling immersed in Adi Da, I went back in the room 
alone and sat close to Jim, by his bed. His eyes were 
still closed. I felt incredible compassion for him in 
that moment and put my hands on his shoulder and 
chest, and said softly, “Jim, this is Kathleen. Fve 
been feeling that maybe you would like to hear what 
has been happening. ” He abruptly turned his head 
away from me to face the wall, clearly meaning, 

“No. ” Well, I thought, at least I know he’s hearing 
me. Then I told him what had been happening to his 
body, specifically how his organs were failing, and 
how this had developed during the previous days. I 
told him that the doctors didn’t have a solution that 
would work, and that he was in hospice now and his 
body was dying. “ You are not dying, but your body is 
dying. You are going to go through the profound 
transition that occurs in death. ” 

After a few moments, “Jim, the whole family is 
here with you and loves you. We all love you very 
much and want you to be free of your suffering. Joan 
is doing fine, and is ready to let you go. And she 
knows she has the love and support of her sons and 
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daughter, who love her very much. They will take 
good care of her. Jim, Dennis is here and is going to 
stay with you all night. He will speak to you and help 
you go through this process. Everyone loves you so 
much and wants you to be free. So let yourself go. 
Allow the natural process to occur, and allow 
you rself to move on. ” 

With his eyes still closed, Jim turned his head 
back towards the center, and in the softest, sweetest 
voice, said, “Okay. ” 

I kissed him and left the room to find Leroy. I was 
filled with Adi Da’s Blessing, and it was obvious that 
He had been Present during the entire time and also 
that He had just worked through me to serve Jim’s 
process. 

Kathleen returned to the kitchen and told me what had 
happened. Her story brought me to tears; I was so grateful for 
the Guru’s Blessing, and happy to know that my father was 
now ready to go through his death consciously, and that it 
would be easy for him. In Adi Da’s blessing and my father’s 
responsiveness, I felt the continuity of relationship and of 
love, beyond whatever apparent mortal limits. 

I took Kathleen to Barbara’s then returned to sit with my 
father through the night. I first knelt beside his bed and spoke 
softly in his ear: 

“Dad, this is Den. I’m staying the night with you. I know 
Kathleen told you what was happening. Really, you don’t 
have to worry; Barb and Jim and I will take care of mom. We 
all love you, and we know you love us. So Dad, when your 
body gives out, when your breathing and your heart stop, you 
will still be conscious, but things will start to happen that you 
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arc not used to. Don’t worry. I'll be here to help you when 
that happens and to let you know what to do.” 

I sat beside my father in a reclinable chair, alternately 
watching him and reading. The nurse checked in on us every 
half-hour. My father’s breathing was heavy, yet steady, 
labored, but without struggle—an effort the body required of 
itself until it could no longer. I couldn’t imagine it going on 
for the two days the doctor had suggested, but the pace of his 
breathing remained steady all night. At a little after 5 a.m., I 
set my book down to take a cat-nap, twenty minutes or so. 

‘“OK! What next?!” The words—somehow formed in my 
head—jerked me awake. I looked at my father. His breathing 
had stopped. His face was relaxed and peaceful without 
expression. I looked at my watch. It was 5:30 a.m. I went 
over to him to look more closely and check his breathing and 
pulse. Yes, he had just died. I rolled up a towel and put it 
under his blanket, tucking it inconspicuously under his chin 
to support his jaw so that his mouth would remain closed. I 
called Barbara. They would come over as quickly as possible. 

I knelt down beside my father’s body and gently spoke 
into his ear: 

“Yes. It has happened. Your body has now died; you no 
longer need to be concerned for it, or anything here. Your job 
now is to simply let go of everything, and, in letting go, 
become sensitive to what else there may be, attracting you up. 
It could be light. It could be a sound. It could be simply a 
feeling of upward attraction.” 

I spoke. Breathed. Relaxed—allowing whatever form of 
awareness of what was happening to become evident. And as 
these things happen—and they really do happen—I became 
aware of my father’s consciousness and feelings existing in 
an indefinite but localized space just up above his head. 
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“He” was clear, now unconcerned. There was no 
extraordinary light for him. There was no primal sound for 
him. But he was feeling the most soothing attraction upward. 

“Stay with that feeling. Allow yourself to be drawn up by 
your attraction, to be moved into that feeling. Let everything 
go. Let yourself be earned.” 

Knowing that the rest of the family would be arriving 
soon, I continued, “Mom and Barb and Jim and everyone will 
be arriving soon. Know that they arc happy you are now free 
of your suffering and have moved on. They are letting you 
go. You don’t have to worry.” 

My mother arrived. 

“Did he die peacefully, Den? Did he?” tears in her eyes. 

“Yes, mom, it was very peaceful.” 

“He looks so peaceful now. He’s not suffering any more.” 

Everyone again cried and said their good-byes. I spoke to 
him in private one more time: 

“Soon your body will be moved. The mortuary people arc 
coming to take it. You need not be concerned. It no longer 
has anything to do with you. You are free to go. Allow your 
feeling and attraction upward to carry you and move you on. 
It’s okay to do that. Jim, Barb, and I will take care of mom.” 

Two days later we had a viewing at the mortuary. His 
grandchildren and most of the great grandchildren came for 
the occasion. There was no formal ceremony or eulogy, just 
the silent paying of respects as a family to a life, and era in 
our lives, that had come to an end. After all the adults had 
come up and said their good-byes, we sat silently in the 
nearby semicircle of chairs around the table where my 
father’s body was lying. My mother softly cried. Then, 
simultaneously, we all noticed the laughter of the 
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grandchildren playing in the lobby, their liveliness 
blossoming beyond the shadow of our grief. We looked at 
each other in a moment of human epiphany: my father had 
lived a long, full, and honorable life. The fullness of his 
living was now paid of the nameless and natural force of life, 
passing through his death into the irrepressible joy of 
childhood. Such is indeed the natural cycle. And such was the 
knowledge that, for the moment, eased our human loss. 


Bright Behind Me 

“Bright Behind Me” is the name given by Adi Da to the 
library at the Mountain Of Attention. Over the years Adi Da 
had spent many hours there reviewing books and other 
materials of archival or artistic interest to Him. We consider it 
one of our Temples. It was the morning of January 2, 2011. 
As paid of my security service I had slept overnight in one of 
the offices. Sometime within the next month I would be 
publishing the first edition of this book. I had written that first 
edition with much more emphasis on my personal process 
(including Kathleen’s and my relationship) in an “ordeal to 
become human.” I had risen for early morning meditation and 
was folding up the bedding material when . . . when nothing. 
“I” had disappeared. Instant gone! 

For a few moments, maybe ten seconds, all that existed 
was consciousness mysteriously associated with perception. 
There was no thought, no self-reference, no body reference, 
no self-identity or sense of “I” or self-location or sense of 
difference of any sort whatsoever. In some sense there was 
“just the room.” I can only recount this in retrospect because 
absolutely nothing having to do with “me” was happening. 
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Essentially nothing was happening. Literally, there was no 
experience; there was no one there to have any experience. 
There was only being, without any separate one “to be.” 

With only that most brief disappearance of separate self¬ 
sense into instant whatever without mind, body, or any “self 
reference, the “I” that returned “knew” something it had only 
intuitively understood before: there really is no separate self; 
there is no separate “one” doing or thinking or even being 
anything. 

In reflecting on the upcoming publication of the first 
edition of this book, I had to ask. Who is this “Leroy"this 
“ordeal to become human” may seem to be about? Then I 
understood: my story wasn’t about a separate one at all— 
certainly not Adi Da, but not even Leroy, or Kathleen, or 
anyone—and couldn’t be, because, in Truth, there is no 
separate one for it to be about! It was, and is, simply, and 
only, and merely, a story. Just a story. A happening. A non¬ 
separate pattern of appearance in the midst of the Divine 
Person’s Self-Revealing Self-Emergence as the 
Undifferentiated Conscious Light that Is Love-Bliss-Lull 
Reality Itself. 

May the Blessings of the Divine Person, Adi Da, be with you. 





In the Lifetime of This Body, I am here to Serve you such that 
you get to “Know” Me As the Infinite One. 

This Body Was My Means—for a while—to Make This 
plain to you. 

That is all. 

Yet, all this while, while Making It plain to you, My 
devotees are “experiencing ” Me at a distance, finding out My 
Character and My nature and My Gift—such that, when the 
time comes, they can relinquish This particular Bodily 
Appearance and not be divorced from Me, ever again. 



[At that future time] You will have all the means I have 
Given you to resort to Me, to Commune with Me. 

It will be just the same. 

You will not have My Bodily Present human Interaction, 
but you will have all the Leelas of My having Done It, and all 
the Revelations, and everything I Granted you through this 
Interaction during My physical human Lifetime. 

That will all continue in that form. 

Having done it so much — exhaustively, fully—the Leela is 
complete. 

And, effectively, I will be in human interaction with My 
devotees forever through those Leelas. 


-Adi Da (1995) 




Appendix 


Links 

www.dawnhorsepress.com/ 

All the books by Adi Da 
Search for “Master Dancer” for more stories 
about Indoor Yajna 

www.30yearswithadida.com . 

For complementary materials and eBook formats. 

www.adidaupclose.com 

Hundreds of stories by devotees about Adi Da 
Unconventional Spiritual Masters 

www.adidaupclose.org/Crazy Wisdom/twtit.html 

www.daplastique.com 

Adi Da’s photographic art 
www.da-peace.org 

Adi Da on World Peace and Global Cooperation 
www.fearnomorezoo.org/ 

Adi Da’s work with non-humans 
w w w. adidam. or g 

Official Adidam site 
www.kneeoflistening.com 

On-line chapters of The Knee of Listening 
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Love is action. It is not action by an other or a part of a 
separate one. It is not merely action of body, or feeling, 
or thought. It is action of the whole body. It is the 
disposition of Radiance, prior to self apart and all its 
actions, which are all forms of contraction. It is neither 
inside nor outside the individual. It is all-pervading. It is 
the prior Condition of the whole body and all worlds. In 
Love we are each a living Sacrifice, not a someone 
trying to survive. When Love is altogether true, when 
Radiance shines so hard it opens up the hand, then there 
is only God and God is Love. Love is the Sacrifice of 
Man. 

—Adi Da Samraj, The Paradox of Instruction (1977) 




How do we account 
for the varieties of 
religious experi¬ 
ence and religious 
philosophy? 

What is religious 
experience based 
upon? 

What is the esoteric 
spiritual process 
and how do we 
account for it in our 
thinking about 
“God” and the 
Greater Reality? 


Religion without experience in the Greater Reality is often 
worthy of criticism. But that criticism misses the point. Such 
religion, rightly engaged, is, as we have seen, only a 
foundation. Without experience in the Greater Reality neither 
the atheist nor the religionist has the genuine discrimination 
to either criticize the other or defend him or herself for each 
is left with only the thinking mind and limited experience with 
which to understand the other—and thinking mind and limited 
experience are, in themselves, inadequate for the task. 

—from the book 


Printed and eBook versions available through Amazon.com 



